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i'ms  book,  undei  anotr.rr  title,  was  first  published  in  the  United 
States.  It  tras  much  used  by  the  Spirit  of  God  in  awakening 
the  careless,  leading  the  anxious  to  the  Saviour,  and  enabling 
the  Lord's  people  to  apprehend  more  clearly  the  gospel  plan 
of  salvation. 

Many  thousand  copies  of  it  were  circulated  among  all  dcnomi- 
Bations  in  America.  No  doctrines  have  been  introduced  but 
those  in  which  the  various  churches  agree. 

When  the  Holy  Spirit  is,  in  an  especial  manner,  convincing 
the  aged  and  the  young  of  their  lost  and  sinful  condition,  Psalms 
and  Hyiaas  which  hold  up  Christ  in  His  finished  work  are 
especially  needed.  Our  Lord  has  Himself  said,  "  I,  if  I  be  lifted 
up,  will  draw  all  men  unto  Me."  We  have  therefore  endeavoured 
to  choose  those  compositions  which  point  the  anxious  inquirer's 
gaze  to  Him  who  was  "  lifted  up,  that  we  might  not  perish,  but 
have  everlasting  life." 

Many  of  the  hymns  are  expressive  of  gratitude  and  praise 
to  the  Triune  God.  Those  who  have  just  been  taught  by  the 
Holy  Ghost,  through  faith  in  Christ,  to  exclaim  with  humble 
confidence,  "  Behold,  God  is  my  salvation  ;  I  will  trust  and  not  be 
afraid,  for  the  Lord  Jehovah  is  my  strength  and  my  s<">ng 
require  at  such  times  not  artistic  music,  but  "psalms  aiid  hymns 
and  spiritual  songs,"  expressive  of  tfc  joyful  emotions  of  their 
fouls.     We  have  often  learned  from  ear    nience  the  value  of  such 


outbursts  of  praise,  when  sung  by  happy  young  converts,  evea  ,„ 
solemn  meetings,  to  deepen  the  woik  of  conviction  upcj  the  htxrv 
of  others,  and  to  impress  upon  them  the  truth  of  ihe  Saviour's 
words  :  "Thou  knowest  not  that  thou  art  wretched  and  miserable, 
and  poor,  and  blind,  and  naked." 

Though  not  compiled  exclusively  for  children,  yet  the  book  has, 
in  America,  been  extensively  used  in  children's  meetings  and  >n 
Sabbath  schools. 

With  the  exception  of  some  additions  which  have  been  made 
since  my  return  to  Great  Britain,  the  music  has  been  carefully 
revised  by  the  well-known  composer,  Professor  W.  B.  Bradbury 

There  are  few  hymn-books,  either  for  old  or  yo'tif,  now 
published  m  America,  without  having  music  set  to  -.h.-.  words. 
This  custom  has  led  to  a  more  correct  and  universal  acquiremer* 
of  the  musical  art. 

May  the  Lord  enable  all  who  sing  these  sweet  sonj:s  of  Zion  to 
offer  acceptably  "the  sacrifice  of  praise"  "unto  Him  tnat  loved  us, 
a- id  washed  us  from  our  sins  in  His  own  blood,. and  nath  made  us 
kings  and  priests  unto  God  and  His  Father"  (Rev.  i,  *.  (*■)  May 
all  those  whose  voices  shall  blend  in  these  "spiritual  songs"  be 
found  at  last  "  among  the  ransomed  of  the  Lord  ;  and  come  to 
Zion  with  songs  and  everlasting  joy,"  and  (u  ever  dwell  wbeie 
"  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  flee  away."  E.  P.  BL 
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Je  -    sus     should    die?       Your      ran  -  som  and    peace,     your    Sure-ty     He      is;     Come,   see — Come,  see —  Come, 
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see     if    there     e  -  ver   was     sor  -  row    like      His ;      Come,    see     if    there     e  -  ver   was     sor  -  row  like    His. 
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a    The  Lord  in  the  day  of  His  anger  did  lay 

Our  sins  on  tne  Lamb,  who  bore  them  away. — Chorus. 

3    He  dies  to  atone  for  sins  not  Hia  own, 

The  Father  hath  punished  for  us  His  d^ar  Son. — Chorut. 


4  With  joy  we  approve  the  design  of  His  love, 

'Tis  a  wonder  below  and  a  wonder  above. — Chorus. 

5  Oh,  may  we  embrace  the  ransoming  grace 

Of  Him  who  bath  suffered  and  died  in  cur  place.  —  Chorus. 
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SDo  Sou  3Lote  3,t$u# 


IT    WAS    WITH    SHAME    I    ANSWERED,      NO. 


Ir  you,  my  dear  friend,  with  this  Sabbath-school  scholar  who 
wrote  these  words,  have  sometimes  felt  ashamed  that  you  did  not 
love  Jesus,  and  are  anxious  to  know  what  you  should  do  to  be 
saved,  this  letter  may  help  you  to  find  the  Saviour: — 

"The  first  afternoon  of  the  children's  meetings,  I  did  not  stay  to 
the  inquiry  meeting.  As  I  was  passing  out,  you  asked  me  if  I 
loved  Jesus.  It  was  with  shame  I  answered,  No.  The  next  day 
I  remained  ;  some  one  spoke  to  me,  und  when  he  told  me  to  be- 
lieve, I  could  not  understand  it.  I  did  believe  that  Jesus  died  to 
save  sinners,  that  I  was  one  of  that  number,  and  that  He  was  willing 
and  ready  to  save  me,  and  I  thought  that  I  was,  at  least,  not  far 
from  being  a  Christian.  But  I  was  undeceived  on  Monday,  when 
I  heard  you  speak.  That  illustration  of  the  men  in  the  cave  was 
so  clear.  I  saw  that  I,  like  them,  had  got  my  feet  upon  the  pro- 
mise: but  that  would  not  save  me,  it  needed  something  more  ;  and 
I  could  only  say,  '  Lord,  I  believe  ;  help  Thou  my  unbelief.'  I 
made  up  my  mind  that  I  would  ask  God  for  Christ's  sake  to  pardon 


me,  and  leave  it  with  Him.  Ah !  it  was  then  I  understood  what 
was  meant  by  believing;  I  felt  that  He  did  forgive  me.  I  ex- 
pected that  I  should  feel  some  great  and  sudden  change,  that  the 
burden  which  oppressed  me  would  be  immediately  removed  ;  and 
as  I  experienced  no  such  change,  I  almost  despaired.  I  thought 
I  had  not  asked  as  I  should,  for  He  has  said,  'Those  that  seek  Me 
shall  find  Me,'  and  I  believed  it ;  what  then  was  I  to  do?  But  just 
then,  as  if  you  knew  my  thoughts,  you  gave  me  a  little  tract,  'Oh 
for  more  feeling  ;'  and  I  saw  I  was  wrong.  It  told  me  that  God 
has  not  said  we  must  feel  so  and  so  in  regard  to  our  sin  before  we 
may  have  Christ  and  His  free  grace,  but  we  were  only  to  feel  our 
need  of  Him.  It  lifted  a  great  cloud  from  my  mind,  and  I  now 
feel  that  I  have  a  hope  in  the  dear  Saviour.  /  love  to  sing  tlutt 
little  hymn,  '  Jestis paid  it  all;'  but  it  ahvays  brings  l/te  tears  to 
my  eyes,  for  I  see  Him,  whom  I  Jiave  rejected  so  long,  nailed  to 
the  cross,  and  suffering — oh,  Jiow  much  I— for  me.  God  help  me 
to  love  Him  more  and  more  every  day  I  live." 
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I.    "Do    you   love     Je-sus?"I   was    asked,    With  shame     I     answered, "  No ;" 
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been,      To  treat     my     Sa-viour      so. 
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But  now    of     Him      I'm     not       a  -  shamed,  Who  bore      my    load    of      guilt : 
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2  If  earthly  friend  for  me  had  bled, 
I'd  love  his  very  name  ; 
Though  Christ  for  me  His  blood  has  shed, 
Of  Him  I've  been  ashamed  !—  Chorus. 


3  But  o'er  my  guilty  sins  I've  mourned, 
And  pardon  free  obtained  ; 
And  now  I  love  my  dearett  Lord, 
Of  Him  I'm  not  ashamed. — Chorus. 


Nearer  mp  ^ome, 


4  I  love  to  sing  that  little  hymn. 
Of  "  Jesus  paid  it  all ;" 
To  think  that  I've  rejected  Him 
Makes  tears  begin  to  fall.— Chorus. 

E.  P.  H. 
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One  sweetly      so-lemn  thought  Comes  to    me   o'er  and  o'er*  I'm  nearer  my  home  to-day  Than 
Near  -  er  my    Father's  house,  Where  the  many  mansions  be  ■  Nearer  the  .great  white  throne. 


I've  e  -ver  been  be  -  fore, 
iearer  the  j as -per    sea. 


Near  -  er,    noa, 
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near  -  er   my  heaven-ly    home,  Yes,  near  -er,  near  -  ei 
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3  Nearer  the  bound  of  life, 

Where  we  lay  our  burdens  down, 
Nearer  leaving  my  cross, 
Nearer  wearing  my  crown  —Chorus. 


4  But  lying  darkly  between, 

Winding  down  through  the.-  night, 
Is  that  dim  and  unknown  stream, 
Which  ie.,d.>  at  last  to  light.    — Chorus 


5  For  even  now  my  feet 

May  stand  upon  its  brink  ; 
I  may  be  nearer  my  home, 

Nearer  now  than  I  think.— Chorus. 
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A  dear  little  boy,  only  nine  years  old,  in  Brooklyn,  who  had 
learned  to  love  Jesus,  was  one  day  last  summer  run  over  by  the 
train,  and  so  badly  hurt  that  he  only  lived  afewhcurs.  When  the 
policeman  took  him  up,  he  opened  his  eyes,  and  said,  "Tell 
mother  I  'm  going  straight  to  my  Saviour."  And  when  his  mother 
found  him  at  the  hospital,  he  said  to  her,  "  Mother,  I'm  going  to 
Jesus;  and  He's  here,  in  this  room,  all  around  me.  Oh,  I  love  Him 
•wmiich.  Don't  let  them  cut  off  my  leg;  but  if  they  do,  never 
mind,  it  won't  hurt  me  as  much  as  they  hurt  Jesus."  When  his 
father  arrived,  he  looked  up,  and  said,  "  Papa,  I  am  going  to  my 
Saviour;  tell  brother  Eddy,  if  he  feels  lonely  now  because  he  has 


no  brother,  to  learn  to  love  Jesus,  and  He  will  be  His  brother  and 
love  him  so  much."  These  were  the  last  words  he  spoke,  for,  in 
about  two  hours,  he  breathed  his  last.  The  hospital  nurse  said,  as 
she  closed  hb  eyes,  "  He  has  gone  to  that  Saviour  he  talked  so 
much  about,  and  /  will  try  to  love  Him  too."  When  his  mother 
returned  to  her  home,  her  only  words  were,  "The  Lord  has  taken 
my  Charlie  :  though  He  slay  me,  yet  will  I  trust  Him."  That  you 
may  the  better  remember  this  touching  story,  I  have  written  it  for 
you  in  simple  verse,  that  you  may  sing  about  this  dear  angel -boy. 
Could  you,  my  little  friend,  say,  "  I'm  going  straight  to  Jesus," 
if  called  to  die  to-day  ? 


i.  "  I'm  go- ing  straight      to    fesus  arms, 
2.     Dear  mo-ther,    I  am  go-ing  home, 


'        So    said    the   dy-ing    one;         Im   not    a  -  fraid     ofdeat 
My    Je  -  sus  He     is    hare  ;       He'll  take  me     to      His  shii 
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His  shin-ing    thron», 
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3  My  sufferings  are  very  great, 
But  never  can  compare 
With  what  my  Savioui  bore  for  ir.e, 
That  I  His  love  mijiht  i,\i3ie.--Choruj 


Papa,  when  f  am  gone  above, 

And  brother  feels  alone, 
Tell  him  to  learn  the  Saviour's  love,— 
'Twill  for  my  loss  atone. — Chorus. 


5  Could  you  too  say,  my  little  friend. 
If  called  this  hour  to  die,  . 
"  I'm  going  straight  to  Jesus'  arms," 
Up  to  His  throne  on  high  ? — Chorus. 
'  PH 
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Words  by  the  late  Dr.  Hetheringtow 
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I.  See,  the  sun     is     sink-ing     fast,   Now  his  dai  -  ly  course  is    past,But  thecloudsaroundhiincast,Ho\vbeauti-fultheirgleam. 

So  sinks  the  soul,  life'sjourneyo'erjEarthallbehind.heaYenallbeforeiNosir^s.no^griefs^oclouditinore;  It    sets  a-gain  to     rise. 
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nan  Detore;  i\osins,nogn< 
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He  sets, but  not  in  endless  night,  In    o  -  ther  skies  he  ris-es  bright  To  speed  a -long 
It  will   a-rise  a-gain,  to  shine  With  radiance  pure  and  all  di- vine;  Re-fiect-ed,Lord 

N    N  fe  IN         N  ^T-     >  --     > 


his    glorious  flight  With  warm  re-joicing  beam, 
from  smiles  of  Thine.  I  n  heaven's  e-  ter-naJ  skies. 


drift  for  (39  e. 

t  Your  gold  will  waste  and  wear  away, 
Your  honours  perish  in  a  day  ; 
My  portion  never  can  decay, 

Christ  for  me,  for  me. 
Christ  is  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 
Who  did  for  me  salvation  bring, 
And  while  I've  breath  I  mean  to  sing, 
Christ  for  me,  for  me. 

a  The  Father's  well-beloved  Son, 
Co-partner  of  His  royal  throne, 
Who  did  for  human  guilt  atone  ; 

Christ  for  me,  for  me. 
And  in  that  all-important  day, 
When  I  ihe  summons  must  obey, 
And  pass  from  this  dark  world  away 
Christ  for  me  for  me. 


i  Awake,  my  soul,  with  joyful  lays, 
And  sing  thy  great  Redeemer's  praise  :* 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  thee, 

His  loving-kindness  free  ! 
He  saw  me  ruined  in  the  fall, 
Yet  loved  me  notwithstanding  all : 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate— 

His  loving-kindness  great. 

2  Though  numerous  hosts  of  mighty  foes, 
Though  earth  and  hell  its  way  oppose, 
He  safely  leads  His  church  along  ; 

His  loving-kindness  strong  ! 
Soon  shall  we  mount,  and  soar  away 
To  the  bright  world  of  endless  day  ; 
Around  Thy  throne,  eterna1  King, 
Thy  loving-kindness  sing 


Christ  our  Etna;. 

i  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run  ; 
His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  suns  shall  rise  no  more. 

2  For  Him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made, 
And  endless  praises  crown  His  head  ; 
His  name  like  sweet  perfume  shall  rise 

With  every  sacrifice. 

3  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  song  ; 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 

Their  blessings  on  His  name. 

4  Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honours  to  the  King  , 
Angels,  descend  with  songs  again. 

And  earth,  repeat  Amen. 


Hri»IXS  OF  SALVATION. 


Come  and  join  our  hap  -  py 


throng 


imm^ms^mMs 


We      are  bound  for    the 


land 


pro-raise,  Come  and  join  our 


hap  -  py  throng- ! 


Far  away  in  the  fields  of  glory 

Saints  and  angels  sweetly  sing, 
Far  away  in  the  fields  of  glory 

Now  their  hallelujahs  ring. — Chorus. 
When  our  hearts  are  oppressed  and  weary, 

Tesus  bids  us  watch  and  pray  ; 
When  our  hearts  are  oppressed  and  weary, 

He  will  cheer  us  on  our  way. — Chorus. 
Onward  then  to  the  land  of  promise, 

Stay  not  in  the  vale  below  ; 
Onward  haste  to  the  land  of  promise, 

Where  the  streams  of  pleasure  flow. — 
Chorus. 


SDttt  on  tlje  SDcean  ^aitttto;. 

i  We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing, 

Homeward  bound  we  sweetly  glide  ; 
We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing, 
To  a  home  beyond  the  tide. 

Chorus.  All  the  storms  will  soon  be  over, 
Then  we'll  anchor  in  the  harbour; 
We  are  out  on  the.  ocean  sailing, 
To  a  home  bevond  the  tide. 


i  Millions  now  are  safely  landed 
Over  on  the  golden  shore  ; 
Millions  more  are  on  their  journey, 
Yet  there's  room  for  millions  more. 

— Chorus. 

3  Spread  your  sails,  while  heavenly  breezes 

Gently  waft  our  vessel  on  ; 
All  on  board  are  sweetly  singing, 
Free  salvation  is  the  song. — C/iorus. 

4  When  we  all  are  safely  anchored, 

We  will  shout — our  trials  o'er  ; 
We  will  walk  about  the  city, 
And  we'll  sing  for  evein,oie. — Chorus. 


HYMNS  OF  SALVATION. 


II 


1o*Hap  tlje  &afoiour  callg, 

i     i  I      i i 


i.  To  -   day    the    Sa-viour      calls 
-*-    -«-    -»-       -<s>- 


Ye     wanderers     home ;  Oh, 


ye     be  -  night-ed 
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souls,     Why    lon-ger     roam? 
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2  To-day  the  Saviour  calls  : 
Oh,  hear  Him  now  ! 
Within  these  sacred  walls 
To  Jesus  bow. 


3  To-day  the  Saviour  calls  ; 
For  refuge  fly  ! 
The  storm  of  j  ustice  falls, 
And  death  is  nigh 


4  The  Spirit  calls  to-day  ; 
Yield  to  His  power  ! 
Oh,  grieve  Him  not  away 
'Tis  mercy's  hour. 


i 


Cljtlt)  of  Sfn  emu  »>orroto 
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(Child   of     sin    and 
(Wait  not    for     to 
B.C.  Child  of     sin    and 
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sor    -    row,  Filled  with  dis    -  may, 

mor    -  row,  Yield  thee  to    -    day ; 

sor    -    row,  Hear  and  o    -    bey. 
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Heaven    bids  thee     come,  While     yet  there's  room. 


^E 


g=r 


a  Child  of  sm  and  sorrow, 
Why  wilt  thou  die  ? 
Come,  while  thou  canst  borrow 
Help  from  on  high  : 
Grisve  not  that  love, 
Which  from  above, 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 
Would  bring  thee  nigh. 


Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 
Where  wilt  thou  flee  ? 
Through  that  long  to-morrow, 
Eternity  ! 

Exiled  from  home, 
Darkly  to  roam — 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 
Where  wilt  thou  flee  t 


4  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 
Lift  up  thine  eye  ! 
Heirship  thou  canst  borrow 
In  worlds  on  high  ! 
In  that  high  home, 
Graven  thy  name  . 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 
Swift  homeward  fly  I 


IS 
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Come,  tOjoti  fount  of  (Efcecp  Slewing;* 


Chorus. 


I 

Come, Thou  Fount  of      eve-rybles- sing,  Tune  our  hearts    to  grate-ful  lays;      > 
Streams  of   mer  -  cy,     ne  -ver  ceas  -  ing,    Call  for  songs    of    loud-est  praise.   > 

t3E 


fis=£ 
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I  love  Je  -  sus,  Hal  -  le  •  lu  -  jah 

*-*—*    9  ,  f  r"  £~  #-. 
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I    love  Je  -  sus,  yes,     I      do  ;    I      do  love     Je  -  sus,  He's  my      Sa-viour,  Je  -  sus    smiles    and  loves  me      too. 
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a  Jesus  sought  me,  when  a  stranger 
Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God  ; 
He,  to  save  my  soul  from  danger, 
Interposed  His  precious  blood.— 

Chorus. 


3  Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 
Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be  ! 
Let  Thy  grace,  Lord,  like  a  fetter, 
Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  Thee. — 
Chorus. 


4  Prone  to  wander, — Lord,  I  feel  it ; 
Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love  ; 
Here's  my  heart — oh,  take  and  seal  it. 
Seal  it  from  Thy  courts  above. — 

Cherts. 


Come  to  3[e0U$,  all  pc  SHearp. 


x  Come  to  Jesus,  all  ye  weary. 
Burdened  with  the  load  of  sin  : 
Come  to  Jesus,  He  is  ready 
To  receive  such  wanderers  in. 

Chorus.  You'll  love  Jesus,  you  will  praise  Him, 
You'll  love  Jesus,  yes,  you  will. 
You  will  love  Jesus,  only  trust  Him, 
He'll  receive  and  love  you  too. 


2  Come  to  Jesus,  He'll  receive  you, 

Take  His  yoke  and  learn  of  Him  ; 
As  your  Prophet  to  instruct  you, 

As  your  King. — Be  ruled  by  Him. — Chorus. 

3  Come  to  Jesus,  He'll  receive  ycu  ; 

He  will  cancel  all  your  gjilt ; 
'Twas  for  this  He  came  to  save  you, — i 

'Twas  for  this  His  blood  was  spilt.—  Chorus. 


KYMNS  OF  SALVATION. 
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i  ••Abba,  Father,"  Lord,  we  call  Thee, 

Hallowed  name  !  from  day  to  day  : 

Tis  Thy  children's  right  to  know  Thee, 

None  but  children      Abba  "  say. 
This  high  glory  we  inherit, 

Thy  free  gift,  through  Jesus'  blood  ; 
God  the  Spirit,  with  our  spirit, 
Witnesseth  we're  sons  of  God. — 

Chorus. 


^>Otl0   in  3k0U0. 

2  Abba's  purpose  gave  us  being, 

When,  in  Christ,  in  that  vast  plan, 
Abba  chose  the  Church  in  Jesus, 
Long  before  the  world  began  : 
Oh,  what  love  the  Father  bore  us  ! 

Oh,  how  precious  in  His  sight ! 
When  He  gave  His  Church  to  Jesus, 
Jesus,  His  whole  soul's  delight  ! — 

Chorus. 


3  Though  our  nature's  fall  in  Adam 
Seemed  to  shut  us  out  from  God, 
Thus  it  was  His  counsel  brought  us 
Nearer  still  through  Jesus'  blood. 
"Abba,  Father,"  Lord,  we  call  Thee  ; 
"Abba"  sounds  through  all  the  host ; 
All  in  heaven  and  earth  adore  Thee, 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. — 

Chords 


&Iojrp  to  3le*U0. 


2   GLORY,  glory  everlasting 

Be  to  Him  who  bore  the  cross  ! 
Who  redeemed  our  souls  by  tasting 
Death,  the  death  deserved  by  us. 
Chorus. — I  love  Jesus,  &c. 


2  His  is  love  !  'tis  love  unbounded, 
Without  measure,  without  end  : 
Human  thought  is  here  confounded. 
'Tis  too  vast  to  comprehend. 
Chorus. — I  love  Jesus,  &C, 


3  While  we  hear  the  wondrous  story 
Of  the  Saviour's  crosrj  and  shame, 
Sing  we,  "  Everlasting  glory 
Be  to  God  and  to  the  Lamb  !" 
Chorus. — I  love  Jesus,  &c 


I  I  have  found  a  precious  Saviour, 
He  has  washed  my  sins  away  ; 
Now  rejoicing  in  His  favour, 
I  am  happy  all  the  day. 

Chorus. — I  love  Jesus,  &c. 

a  Sweetest  joy  my  heart  is  swelling- 
Joy  the  world  could  never  give  ; 
While  in  sweetest  strains  I'm  telling 
How  He  made  my  spirit  live. 
Chorus.—  I  love  Jesus,  &c. 


Hejotcintr.  in  C&rtet. 


3  Lost  in  sin,  I  wandered,  weary, 
Far  from  Jesus,  far  from  home  ; 
Till  He  came,  in  love,  to  cheer  me, 
Sweetly  calling,  "Wanderer,  come." 
C /torus. — I  love  Jesus,  &c 


4  Pardon  full  and  free  He  offered, 

Showed  His  bleeding  hands  and  side, 
Told  me  how  for  me  He  suffered, 
For  my  sins  was  crucified. 

Chorus.— I  love  Jesus.  &c 


5  Then  my  heart,  with  thanks  o'erflowing 

Yielded  to  His  gracious  call ; 
At  His  feet  in  sorrow  bowing, 
Gave  to  Him  my  life,  my  all. 
Chorus.— I  love  Jesus.  &c 

6  Now  I'm  His,  yes,  His  for  ever ! 

Safe  within  His  happy  fold  , 
Jesus'  lambs  can  perish  never, 
Love  like  His  can  ne'er  grow  cold. 
Chorus. — I  love  Jesus,  &c 

Eta. 


HYMNS    OF    SALVATION. 


3\mi&,  31  in?  Cross  ijatoe  tCakem 


Opal. 


_    (Jc  -  sus,  I    my     cross  have      ta  -  ken,      All    to  leave  and       fol  -  low    Thee ;    >  n      .  ,  -     .  ... 

*"  t  Naked,  poor  des-pised,   for  -   sa-  ken,  Thou  from  hence  my      all    shalt    be;       j- **er -isn  eve -ry        fond    am-bi-tion, 
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All  I*ve sought,  or    hoped,  or      known;     Yet  how  rich  is 


II  II 

my     con  -di-tion!    God  and  heaven  are      still     my     own. 
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2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me, 

They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too  ; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me, 

Thou  art  not,  like  them  untrue  ; 
And  whilst  Thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might, 
Foes  may  hale,  and  friends  may  scorn  me; 

Show  Thy  face,  and  all  is  bright. 


3  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 

'Twill  but  drive  me  to  Thy  breast ; 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me, 

Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest. 
Oh,    'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 

While  Thy  love  is  left  to  me  ; 
Oh,    'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 

Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  Thee. 


4  Soul,  then  know  thy  full  salvation, 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear;  and  care  ; 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station, 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  tk.ee ; 

Think  what  Father's  smiles  are  thine , 
Think  that  Jesus  died  to  win  thee  ; 

Child  of  heaven,  canst  thou  repin* 


HYMNS  OF  SALVATION. 


r  Histe  thee  on  from  grate  to  glory, 

Armed  by  faith  and  winged  by  prayer ; 
Heiven's  eternal  day's  before  thee, 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 
Soon  sbsll  close  thy  earthly  mission, 

j^ooii  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days  ; 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition, 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 


Praise  for  t!;e  IXcucemintr.  Houe 

of  3[C0U0. 

r  Let  us  love,  and  sing,  and  wonder, 
Let  ns  praise  the  Saviour's  name  ; 
He  has  hushed  the  Law's  loud  thunder, 

He  has  quenched  mount  Sinai's  dame: 
He  has  washed  us  with  His  blood, 
He  has  brought  us  nigh  to  God. 

2  Let  us  love  the  Lord  who  bought  us, 

Pitied  us  when  enemies, 
Called  us  by  His  grace,  and  taught  us, 

Gave  us  ears,  and  gave  us  eyes  : 
He  has  washed  us  with  His  blood, 
He  presents  our  souls  to  God. 

3  Let  us  sing,  though  fierce  temptation 

Threaten  hard  to  bear  us  down  ! 
For  the  Lord,  our  strong  salvation, 

Holds  in  view  the  conqueror's  crown : 
He  who  washed  us  with  His  blood 
Soon  will  bring  us  home  to  God. 

4  Let  us  wonder  ;  grace  and  justice 

Join  and  point  to  mercy's  store  ; 
When  through  grace  in  Christ  our  trust  is, 

Justice  smiles,  and  asks  no  more : 
He  who  washed  us  with  His  blood 
Has  secured  our  way  to  Gog. 

Let  us  praise  and  join  the  chorus 
Of  the  saints  enthroned  on  high, 

Here  they  trusted  Him  before  us, 
Now  their  praises  fill  the  sky  : 

"Thou  hast  washed  us  with  Thy  blood, 

Thou  art  worthy.  Lamb  of  God  !" 


6  Hark  !  the  name  of  Jesus  sounded 
Loud  from  golden  harps  above  ! 
Lord,  we  blush,  and  are  confounded, 

Faint  our  praises,  cold  our  love  : 
Wash  our  souls  and  songs  with  blood, 
For  by  Thee  we  come  to  G«d. 


tlo  our  CpctTjer  in  ^eatoctt. 

The  following  impromptu  lines  were  ad- 
dressed to  our  dear  mother,  a  few  hours 
after  her  joyful  and  triumphant  de- 
parture for  heaven,  Tuesday  night, 
February  7th,  1865  :— 

1  Dearest  mother,  thou  hast  Mt  us  ' 

Left  us  for  a  happier  clime  ! 
God  our  Father  hath  bereft  us, 

We  shall  meet  no  more  in  time  ; 
But  we  soon  shall  meet  in  heaven. 

Where  all  tears  are  wiped  away  ; 
Meet  to  part  no  more  for  ever, 

Through  fruition's  perfect  day. 


2  All  thy  sorrows  now  are  ended, 

Thou  again  shalt  never  sigh  ; 
Now  in  praise  thy  voice  is  blended 

With  angelic  choirs  on  high. 
Oft  our  eyes  are  dim  with  weeping, 

But  we  will  not  weep  for  thee, 
For  we  know  that  thou  art  reaping 

Joys  through  all  eternity 


3  "Dearest  Jesus,  oh,  come  quickly  :" 

Was  thy  plaintive,  longing  cry  ; 
When  He  came  to  bear  thee  heavenward, 

Oh,   what  joy  lit  up  thine  eye  ! 
Volumes,  volumes,  thou  didst  speak  then 

With  those  bright  expressive  eyes, 
Ere  the  Saviour  gently  closed  them, 

Bearing  thee  to  yonder  skis*. 


4  Oh  that  we   may  never  falter 

In  the  path  which  thou  hast  ti  ;a  ! 
Oft  we'll  meet  around  the  altar 

Where  thy  prayers  went  up  to  God. 
When  at  last  we  too  are  summoued, 

Each  to  lay  our  armour  down, 
May  we  each  with  thee  be  numbered, 

And  receive  the  promised  crown. 


SE&e  QBotlKt's  lACB'poitge  to  ^er 
ILoucu  SDrtcgi. 

1  Mourn  not  that  I've  closed  my  mission  ; 

Loved  ones,  now  rejoice  with  me. 
Hope  I've  changed  to  glad  fruition, 

Now  my  sou!  from  sin  is  free. 
Blessed  Jesus,  He  received  me, 
I  Opening  wide  His  loving  arms  : 

All  through  life  He  ne'er  deceived  me, 

Death  to  me  had  no  alarms. 

2  When  the  precious  Saviour  took  me 

In  His  gentle  arms  above, 
All  my  sorrows  then  forsook  me  ; 

Now  I  dwell  where  all  is  love. 
Yes,  my  soul  is  full  of  gladness, 

Jesus  is  my  "  all  in  all ;" 
Here  is  nought  o!  sin  nor  sadness. 

Heaven's  pleasures  never  pall 

3  Jesus  leads  me  to  the  "  river," 

Where  the  "crystal"  waters  flow:  'Rev. 
I  shall  thirst  agan,  no,  never  !       [xx.  1.) 

And  fatigue  I  ne'er  shall  know. 
Heaven  dread3  no  death  nor  sorrow, 

Nought  of  sickness  nor  of  pain  ; 
Anxious  fears  about  the  morrow 

I  shall  never  feel  again. 

4  "Crowds  of  witnesses"  encompass 

Those  who  run  the  heavenly  race  ; 
Oh     then,  "  looking  unto  Jesus,"   Jfeb. 

Daily  trust  in  Him  for  grace.       [xii.  2) 
He  will  make  you  "  wise"  in  winning 

Weary  wanderers  to  His  fold  ; 
He  will  keep  you  each  from  sinning, 

Bring  you  to  the  final  goa'.      E.  P.  H 


i6 


HVWNS  OF  SALVATION 


i.      Now       I     have     found    a  Friend,     Je   -   sus       is      mine ;    His     love    shall      ne  -  ver    end,      Je  -  sus      is 
2.   Though    I     grow     poor  and    old,        Je   -  sus       is      mine;    He      will      my    faith    up -hold,     Je  -  sus      is 


mine, 
mine. 
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Though  earth-ly       joys  decrease , 
He    shall  my    wants  sup-ply, 


JE 
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Though  hu-man    friendships  cease,  Now   I    have 
His  precious    blood    is   nigh,  Nought  can  my 


2  When  earth  shall  pass  away, 

Jesus  is  mine  ; 
In  the  great  Judgment-day, 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Oh,    what  a  giorious  thing, 
Then  to  behold  my  King, 
On  tuneful  harp  to  sing, 

Jesus  is  mine. 
4  Farewell,  mortality ! 

Jesus  is  mine  ; 
Welcome,  eternity! 

Jesus  is  mine. 
He  my  Redemption  is, 
Wisdom  and  Righteousness, 
Life,  Light,  and  Holiness  ; 

Jesus  is  mine. 

W)i  %alvbatl)  %cljooI. 

i  Jesus,  we  love  to  meer 

Wh~re  Thou  art  near  ; 

We  worship  round  Thy  seat 
With  holy  fear. 

Thou  tender,  heavenly  Friend, 

To  Thee  our  prayers  ascend  ; 

O  cr  our  young  spirits  bend, 
To  us  draw  near. 


last  -  ing  peace,     Je 
hope  dc-stroy,      js 


•  sus 
-  sus 


is       mine, 
is        mine. 
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i  We  dare  not  trifle  now, 

For  Thou  art  here  ; 
In  silent  awe  we  bow, 

For  Thou  art  here. 
Check  every  wandering  thought, 
And  let  us  all  be  taught 
To  serve  Thee  as  we  ought : 

To  us  be  near. 
3  We  listen  to  Thy  Word 

When  Thou  art  near  ; 
Bless  all  that  we  have  heard 

With  holy  fear. 
Go  with  us  when  we  part, 
And  to  each  youthful  heart. 
Thy  saving  grace  impart : 

Jesus,  be  near. 

3te  awns  QQfjitte* 

x  Say,  hast  thou  found  a  Friend  ? 

Is  Jesus  thine  ? 
His  love  shall  never  end — 

Is  Jesus  thine  ? 
Earth's  pleasures  may  decrease, 
All  human  friendships  cease, 
Wouldst  thou  have  lasting  peace  ? 

Take  Jesus  thine. 


2  Think  what  He's  done  for  thee — 

Is  Jesus  thine  ? 
He  has  bled  upon  the  tree — 

Is  Jesus'  thine? 
See  the  sun  in  darkness  hide 
When  for  you  the  Saviour  died, 
For  you  was  crucified  ; 

Take  Jesus  thine. 

3  He  is  a  Friend  indeed — 

Is  Jesus  thine  ? 
He'll  be  the  Friend  you  need — 

Is  Jesus  thine? 
He's  knocking,  let  Him  in ! 
There's  no  other  Friend  like  Him ; 
He'll  cleanse  your  soul  from  sin  , 

Take  Jesus  thine. 

4  Say,  is  thy  soul  at  rest? 

Is  Jesus  thine  ? 
Jesus  alone  can  bless — 

Is  Jesus  thine  ? 
Wouldst  thou  in  glory  dwell. 
And  with  saints  in  rapture  tell 
He  "hath  done  all  things  well"  " 


Take  Jesus  thine. 


E.  P.  H. 
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i.  We   jour-ney      on     to    the   land     a  -  bove,  A      land     of   light  and     a     land     of     love.  We're  stran-gers  here,  and  the 
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land  we're  in, Though  a     pleas- ant  land,    is      a        land    of     sin.         We  are   jour- ney-ing    on      to  the  land     of  Ca-  na.ii. 
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f  Chorus  to  last  verse.  We  are  here,  safely   here,  in  the    land     of  Ca-  naan  ; 
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rra  veiling  with  Abraham,  and     I-saac  and  Ja-cob,  Ihere  we  shall  dwell,  There  we  shall  dwell,  E-ver  inthelandof        Can. 
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Travelling  with  Abraham,  and     I-saac  and  Ja-cob,  Here  we  shall  dwell.  Here  we -hall  dwell,  E-verin  the  land  of      Ca  -  naan. 


2  A  little  while  in  the  land  below, 
To  that  above  we  will  shortly  go  ; 
A  few  more  days  on  the  pilgrim  road, 
Then  well  iest  at  home  with  the  Lord 
We  are  journeying,  &c       [pur  God. 


3  And  while  we  pass  through  the  land  below, 

We'll  look  to  that  where  we  soon  shall  go, 

And  fix  our  eyes  on  our  Saviour's  throne  ; 

We  must  seek  for  strength  in   His  grace 

We  ire  journeying,  &.<-  falone. 


4  When  life  is  done  and  its  conflict  past, 
l'he  land  above  we  will  gain  at  last, 
And  shout  for  joy,  as  we  enter  ui, 
"  Farewell,  farewell  to  the  land  otttal' 
We  are  here,  safely  here,  &c- 


HYMNS  OF  SALVATION 


$?oto  %o$t  toag  mp  Contrition, 


Whbb. 


i.    How  lost  was  my  con  -  di  -  tion,  Till    Je-sus  made  me  whole  !  There  is    but    one   Phy  -  si  -cian  Can  cure  a  sin-sick  soul. 
2.  From  men.great  skill  pro-fess-ing,     I  thought  a  cure     to    gain;     But  this  proved  more  dis-tressing,  And  add-  ed   to  my  pain. 
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Next  door  to  death  He  found  me,  And  snatched  me  from  the   grave,    To  tell  to  all  a-  round  me,  His  wondrous  power  to   save. 
Some  said  that  nothing  ailed  me,  Some  gave     me  up   for     lost;  Thus  every  refuge  failed  me,  And  all    my  hopes  were  crossed. 
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3  At  length,  this  creat  Physician- 
How  matchless  is  His  grace  ! 

Accepted  my  petition, 
And  undertook  my  case  ; 

First  gave  me  sight  to  view  Him- 
For  sin  my  sight  had  sealed — 

fhen  bade  me  look  unto  Him  ; 
I  looked,  and  I  was  healed. 


4  A  dying,  risen  Jesus, 

Seen  by  the  eye  of  faith, 
^r  once  from  anguish  frees  us, 

And  saves  the  soul  from  death. 
Come,  then,  to  this  Physician  ; 

His  help  He'll  freely  give  ; 
He  makes  p«*  hard  condition  ; 

'Ti  only— look  and  live  I 


2D  <S>acren  ^can. 

i  O  sacred  Head,  now  wounded, 

With  grief  and  shame  weighed  down  ; 
Now  scornfully  surrounded 

With  thorns,  Thy  only  crown  ; 
O  sacred  Head,  what  glory, 

What  bliss  till  now  was  Thine  ! 
Yet  though  despised  and  gory, 

I  joy  to  call  Thee  mine. 

a  What  language  shall  I  borrow 

To  thank  Thee,  dearest  Friend, 
For  this  Thy  dying  sorrow, 

Thy  pity  without  end  ? 
Oh,  make  me  Thine  for  ever, 

And  should  I  fainting  be, 
Lord,  let  me  never,  never 

Outlive  my  love  to  Thee. 


If  I,  a  wretch,  should  leave  Thee, 

O  Jesus,  leave  not  me  ; 
In  faith  may  I  receive  Thee, 

When  death  shall  set  me  free. 
When  strength  and  comfort  languish, 

And  I  must  hence  depart, 
Release  me  then  from  anguish, 

By  Thine  own  wounded  heart. 


Be  near  when  I  am  dying, 

Oh,  show  Thy  cross  to  me  I 
And  for  my  succour  flying, 

Come,  Lord,  to  set  me  free. 
These  eyes,  new  faith  receiving, 

From  Jesus  shall  not  move ; 
For  he  who  dies  believing. 

Dies  safely— through  Thy  lov* 


_*a,  when  shall  I  see  Jesus, 

And  reign  with  Him  above  ; 
And  from  that  flowing  Fountain, 

Drink  everlasting  love  ? 
When  shall  I  be  delivered 

From  this  vain  world  of  sin, 
And  with  my  blessed  Jesus 

Drink  endless  pleasures  in  f 


HYMNS  OF  SALVATION. 

2Dt),  toljett  eW\  31  Uce  3Ie0u* 

a  But  now  I  <nn  "\  soldier, 

My  Captain's  gone  before  ; 
He's  given  me  my  orders, 

And  bid  me  not  give  o'er  : 
And  since  He  has  proved  faithful, 

A  righteous  crown  He'll  give, 
And  all  His  valiant  soldiers 

Eternal  life  shall  have. 


'9 


».  hene'er  you  meet  with  troubles 

And  trials  on  your  way, 
Oh,  cast  your  care  on  Jesus, 

And  don't  forget  to  pray. 
Gird  on  the  heavenly  armour 

Of  faith,  and  hope,  and  love ; 
Then,  when  the  combat's  ended. 

He'll  carry  you  above. 


"QLlje  fetoeetegt  i£ame* 


HE  HATH  GIVEN   HIM   A   NAME  WHICH   IS  ABOVE  EVERY  NAME." 

if/.  2nd  End.    Refrai 


(There      is      no  Name    so     sweet   on  earth,   No   Name   so  sweet    in     heav  •  en, 
l'  (  The    Name  be  -  fore  His     wondrous  birth,    To    Christ  the    Sa  -  viour, 
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round  our  King,  And  hail  Him  bles-sed    Je  -  sus ;   For  there's  no  word  ear     e  -  ver  heard,  So     dear,  so  sweet,    as 
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s  His  human  Name  they  did  proclaim, 

When  Abraham's  son  they  sealed  Him  ; 
The  Name  that  still  by  God's  good  will, 
Deliverer  revealed  Him, — Chorus. 


3  And  when  He  hung  upon  the  tree, 
They  wrote  His  Name  above  Him, 
That  all  might  see  the  reason  we 

For  evermore  must  love  Him. — Chorus. 


4  So  now  upon  His  Father's  throne, 
Almighty  to  release  us 
From  sin  and  pains,  He  gladly  reigns, 
The  Prince  and  Saviour,  Jesus. — 


ao 


HYMNS  OK  SALVATION. 


fljQlorrljp  is  tlje  Hamb< 
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Wor-  thy    wor  -  thy     is     the  Lamb,  Wor  -  thy,  wor  -  thy     is     the  Lamb,  Wor-thy,  worthy    is    the  Lamb  That  was    slain. 


Glo  -   ry,    hal  -    !e  -  lu  -   jah  !  Praise  Him 


,  hal  -  le   -  lu   -  Jah  I 


Glo    -   ry,  hal    -    le  -  lu  -  jah,        To     the    Lamb ! 


a  Sons  of  Morning,  sing  His  praise, 
In  the  noblest  strains  you  raise, 
Man's  redemption  claims  your  lays  ; 
Praise  the  Lamb.— Chorus. 

3  Christ  has  come  in  very  deed, 
Born  to  bruise  the  serpent's  head  ; 
Sinner,  He's  the  friend  you  need  ; 

Praise  the  Lamb. — Chorus. 

4  See,  in  sad  Gethsemane, 
See,  on  tragic  Calvary, 
Sinner,  see  His  love  to  thee  ; 

Praise  the  Lamb. — Choru*. 

5  Strike  the  stoutest  sinner  through, 
Force  the  cry,  "  What  shall  I  do  I" 
Let  him  weep  till  born  anew  : 

Blessed  Lamb. — Chorus. 


6  Penitents,  dry  up  your  tears, 
God  hath  heard  believing  prayers  ; 
He  forgives  you  when  He  hears 

His  dear  Lamb. — Chants. 

7  Thus  may  we  each  moment  feel, 

Love  Him,  serve  Him,  praise  Him  still, 
Till  we  all  on  Zion's  hill 

See  the  Lamb. — Chorus. 


PraijSe  ttje  Horn,  tye'p  l?aruoneU 


t  Praise  the  Lord,  He's  pardoned  me, 
From  my  load  of  sin  I'm  free, 
Now  my  Saviour  I  can  sec  ; 

Praise  the  Lord. — Chorus. 


2  Wondrous  is  the  Father's  love, 
Wondrous  is  the  Saviour's  love, 
Wondrous  is  the  Spirit's  love  ; 

Praise  the  Lord. — Chorus. 

3  Oh,  what  love  was  that  which  led 
God  the  Victim's  blood  to  shed, 
That  we  might  be  free  from  dread  ; 

Praise  the  Lord. — Chorus. 

4  Jesus'  love  no  tongue  can  tell ! 
He  has  rescued  us  from  hell ; 
All  our  fears  He  now  doth  queli 

Praise  the  Lamb. — Chorus. 

5  With  what  love  the  Spirit  win 
Stubborn  souls  from  death  and  sin  ! 
Helps  us  to  believe  in  Him, 

For  us  slain.— Chorus 


HYMNS  OF  SALVATION 


6  Help  me  now  to  Christ  to  cling, 
Till  through  heaven's  hi^h  arches  ring 
Loud  hosannas  to  our  King  : 

Praise  the  Lord.  —  Llwnts. 

E.  P   H. 

Praise  anr>  Consecration. 

i  Come,  ye  children,  sweetly  sing 
Praises  to  your  Saviour  King  ; 
Hearts  and  voices  gladly  bring  : 
Praise  His  name  ! 
a  Jesus  is  the  children's  Friend, 
Loving,  faithful  to  the  end  ; 
Richest  gifts  from  Him  descend, — 
Joy  and  peace. 


=ii: 


3  Once  from  heaven  to  earth  He  came, 
Suffered  death,  contempt,  and  blame, 
Died  upon  a  cross  of  shame, 
Crowned  with  thorns. 


|    4  'Twas  our  sinful  souls  to  save 
I        Thus  His  precious  blood  He  gave  ; 
Ransomed  now  from  sin's  dark  grave. 
We  may  sing. 


I    ;  Oh,  what  boundless  grace  and  love, 
Passing  all  our  thoughts  above  . 
Fear  and  unbelief  remove. 
At  the  cross. 


fetoeet  2lam>  of  l&est. 
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6  Blessed  Jesus,  loving,  kind, 
We  would  early  seek  and  find. 
And  our  souls  in  covenant  bind. 
Thine  to  be. 


7  For  our  sins  we  deeply  grieve 
But  Thy  promise  we  believe  : 
"  He  that  cometh,  I  receive  ;r 
Lord  we  come. 


8  Help  us  love  Thee  more  and  mot's, 
Serve  The«^  truly  evermore. 
Till  Thy  mercy  we  adore 

In  heaven  abov«.  Eta. 


i.  Sweet  land 
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I    sigh,  When  will    the 


mo-ment 


come,     When     I    shall  lay      my 


ar  -  mour   by,  And 
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t  1st.  2nd, 


dwell    with  Christ  at 


home  ?        Home,  home,  sweet.sweet  home,  And  dwell  with  Christ  at 


2  No  tranquil  joys  on  earth  I  know, 
No  peaceful  sheltering  home  : 
This  world's  a  wilderness  of  woe, 
This  world  is  not  my  home. 
Home,  home,  ifce. 


3  To  Jesus  Christ  I  sought  for  rest 
He  bade  me  cease  to  roam, 
But  fly  for  succour  to  His  breast, 
And  He'd  conduct  tne  home. 
H>>ir      home.  &c 


4  Weary  of  wandering  round  and  round 
This  vale  of  sin  and  gloom, 
1  long  to  leave  the  unhallowed  ground, 
And  dwell  wit!   Christ  at  home 
Home,  home,  &c. 
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a  How  happy  are  the  saints  above, 
Who  once  went  sorrowing  here  ; 
But  now  they  taste  unmingled  love, 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 
3  The  consecrated  cross  I'll  bear. 
Till  death  shall  set  me  free, 
And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear, 
For  there's  a  crown  for  me. 

W&t  Praisse  of  3k*u0. 

z  Our  scarlet  crimes  are  made  as  wool, 
And  we  brought  nigh  to  God  ; 
Thanks  to  that  wrath-appeasing  death. 
That  heaven-procuring  blood ; 
a  The  blood  that  makes  His  glorious  Church 
From  every  blemish  free ; 
And — oh,  the  riches  of  His  love  !— 
He  poured  it  out  for  me. 
3  Guilty  and  worthless  as  I  am, 
It  all  for  me  was  given  ; 
And  boldness  through  His  blood  I  have 
To  enter  into  heaven 


4  Thither,  in  my  great  Surety's  right, 

I  surely  shall  be  brought ; 
He  could  not:agonize  in  vain, 

Nor  spend  His  strength  for  nought. 

5  The  Father's  everlasting  love, 

And  Jesus'  precious  blood, 
Shall  be  our  endless  themes  of  praise 
In  yonder  blest  abode. 

6  In  patience  let  us  then  possess 

Our  souls  till  He  appear ; 

Our  Head  already  is  in  heaven, 

And  we  shall  soon  be  there. 

Cleanuitiff  in  tlje  TBIooD  of  3Usiu0. 

i  O  precious  blood  !  O  glorious  death  ! 
By  which  the  sinner  lives ! 
When  stung  with  sin,  this  blood  we  view, 
And  all  our  joy  revives, 
a  The  blood  that  purchased  our  release, 
And  washes  out  our  stains  ; 
We  challenge  earth  and  hell  to  show 
A  sin  it  cannot  cleanse. 


ie  Croton  of  31e$u0. 


x  The  head  that  once  was  crowned  with 
Is  crowned  with  glory  now ;      [thorns 
A  royal  diadem  adorns 
The  mighty  Victor's  brow. 

2  The  joy  of  all  who  dwell  above, 

The  joy  of  all  below; 
To  whom  He  manifests  His  love, 
And  grants  His  Name  to  know  ! 

3  To  them  the  cross,  with  all  its  shame, 

With  all  its  grace,  is  given ; 

Their  name  an  everlasting  name, 

Their  joy  the  joy  of  heaven  ! 

4  They  suffer  with  their  Lord  below. 

They  reign  with  Him  above  ; 
Their  profit  and  their  joy  to  know 
The  mystery  of  Thy  love. 

5  The  cross  He  bore  is  life  and  health, 

Though  shame  and  death  to  Him ; 
His  people's  hope,  His  people's  wealth. 
Their  everlasting  theme. 


SF&iii)  in  3kuui5. 

t  Faith  is  not  what  we  feel  or  see  ; 
It  is  a  simple  trust 
In  what  the  God  of  Love  has  said 
Of  Jesus,  as  the  "Just" 

a  What  Jesus  is,  and  that  alone. 

Is  faith's  delightful  plea  ; 

It  never  deals  with  sinful  self, 

Nor  righteous  self,  in  me. 

a  It  tells  me  1  am  counted  "  dead  " 
By  God,  in  His  own  Word  ; 
(t  tells  me  I  am   'born  again" 
In  Christ,  my  risen  Lord. 


HYMNS  OF  SALVATION 

4  If  He  is  free,  then  I  am  free 
From  all  unrighteousness ; 
If  He  is  just,  then  I  am  just, 
He  is  my  righteousness. 

HOW  SHALL  WE  ESCAPE,    IF  WE  NEGLECT 
SO  GREAT  SALVATION  V—Htb.  it.  3. 

I  Open  my  eyes,  O  Lord,  to  see 
My  lost  and  wretched  state  : 
Show  me  my  guilt  and  misery, 
While  at  Thy  feet  I  wait 
a  Help  me  to  hear  the  expiring  groans 
Of  Jesus  on  the  tree  ; 
"This  blood  for  all  1  hy  sin  atones— 
"Tis  finished'  all  for  thee." 


gottt&tul  Consecration, 

1st. 
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3  Oh,  how  can  I  neglect  such  love 
So  freely  shown  to  me, 
Jr,  lesus  dying  on  the  cross, 
Fn 


1  rom  sin  to  set : 


free? 


4  I  know  there's  no  escape  for  me 

If  I  should  still  deny 
My  Lord,  who  bled  on  Calvary 
To  raise  my  hopes  on  high 

5  Dear  Saviour,  now  to  Thee  I  flj 

From  slavery  and  guilt ; 
My  hopes,  my  all,  on  Thee  rely — 
Thy  blood  for  me  was  spijt. 

E.  P    H 


2*/. 


Chorus. 


(Sa-viour,  while  my   heart   is     ten-der,        I  would  yield  that     heart  to  Thee; 
(All    my  powers  to    Thee  sur-ren-der,  Thine  and    on    -   ly 
-X-J V-l V 


hineto    be.}    Take     me  "»*•  ^ 


a  Send  me,  Lord,  where  Thou  wilt  send  me. 

Only  do  Thou  guide  the  way  : 
May  Thy  grace  through  life  attend  me, 

Gladly  then  shall  I  obey. 
Let  me  do  Thy  will,  or  bear  it, 

I  would  know  no  will  but  Thine ; 
Shouldst  Thou  take  my  life,  or  spare  it, 

I  that  life  to  Thee  resign. 


3  May  this  solemn  dedication 

Never  once  forgotten  lie  ; 
Let  it  know  no  revocation, 

Published  and  confirmed  on  high. 
Thine  I  am,  O  Lord,  for  ever, 

To  Thy  service  set  aoart ; 
Suffer  me  to  leave  Thee  never  ; 

Seal  Thine  image  on  my  heart 
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a  How  kind  is  Jesus,  oh,  how  good  ! 
Twas  for  my  soul  He  shed  His  blood : 
For  children's  sake  He  was  reviled, 
For  Jesus  loves  a  little  child. 

3  When  I  offend,  by  thought  or  tongue, 
Omit  the  right,  or  do  the  wrong, 
If  1  repent,  He's  reconciled, 
For  Jesus  loves  ?  little  child. 

I  To  me  may  Jesus  now  impart, 
Although  so  young,  a  gracious  heart ; 
Alas  !   I'm  oft  by  sin  defiled, 
Yet  Jesus  loves  a  little  child. 

a  Cbila'u  draper. 

I  wcnuer  if  my  little  reader  can  say, 
with  this  dear  boy,  "  I  prayed,  and 
now  I  feel  happy  in  Jesus.  I  think 
that  I  have  found  Jesus  now.  The 
irst  Sunday  you  were  here,  I  thought 
I  would  go  to  hear   some  stories.     I 


went  to  the  meeting.  I  thought  very 
different  when  you  told  about  little 
Jemmy;  and  when  I  was  going  home  I 
saw  some  little  children  crying  for  their 
sins.  I  felt  that  I  was  a  sinner,  and 
when  I  got  home  I  did  not  feel  very 
happy,  so  I  went  and  prayed,  and  felt 
better  ;  and  since  then  I  have  given 
my  heart  to  Jesus,  and  I  think  that  He 
has  accepted  it.  Yesterday  I  was 
singing  out  of  your  Hymn  Book,  and 
I  felt  so  happy  that  I  knelt  right 
down  where  I  was  and  prayed  ;  and 
now  I  feel  happy  in  Jesus,  and  want 
to  work  for  Him.  Please  pray  for  me 
that  I  may  feel  so  all  the  time.  Your 
little  friend, ." 

Lord,  teach  a  little  child  to  pray  ; 
Give  ine  the  words  I  ought  to  say  ; 
For  I  am  young  and  very  weak, 
And  know  no.:  how  I  ought  to  speak. 


2  My  little  prayers  I've  often  said 
With  eyelids  closed  and  bowed  head  ; 
But  oh,  I'm  very  much  afraid 

That  with  my  heart  I've  never  prayed, 

3  But  now,  O  God,  be  pleased  to  take 
Away  this  heart  for  Jesus'  sake  ; 
Oh,  give  me  one  that  loves  to  pray, 
And  read  the  Bible  every  day. 

4  Show  me  how,  on  the  cruel  tree, 
Jesus  has  bled  and  died  for  me  ; 
Hen;'  me  to  give  myself  to  Him, 
That  1  may  hate  and  flee  from  sin 

5  And  now,  O  Lord,  hear  this  my  prayer: 
Keep  me  beneath  1'hy  watchful  care  ; 
And  when  I  die,  be  pleased  to  take 
My  soul  to  heaven,  for  Jesus'  sake. 

E   P  H 
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hand      we    still   can      cling;     He         al-ways    is        the      same.        He    who      was      the    sin-ner's  Friend    Will    be 
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ith        us     to     the        end,        Not-ing      eve    -    ry    smile    and    tear:   Our    bles-sed      Sa  -  viour's    e    -   ver     near, 
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a  In  sorrow's  hour  I  lis  love  can  cheer, 
And  bid  our  fears  depart  ; 
Ha  makes  our  happiness  more  deai, 
And  fills  with  peace  our  heart. 
He  who  was.  &c 


•        •        • 

3  Dear  Saviour,  make  us  truly  Thine, 
And  all  our  sins  forgive  ; 
Conform  us  to  Thy  will  divine, 
And  bless  us  while  we  liv«*. 
He  who  was,  Ac 


4  And  in  the  world  beyond  the  sky, 
With  Thee  we'll  gladly  c"  well  . 
No  more  to  weep,  no  more  to  die, 
No  more  to  say  farewell. 
He  who  was,  ike. 
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i.  Sweet    hour    of    prayer !  sweet   hour   of   prayer !  That    calls   me       from    a       world      of       care.       And      bids  me 
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at     my      Fa-tiler's  throne     Make      all    my    wants  and    wish  -  es    known ;        In        sea  -  sons     of      dis  -  tress     and 
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turn,  sweet  hour     of  prayer  !   And     oft 
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sweet  hour  of 


t  Sweet  hour  of  prayer 
prayer  ! 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 
To  Him  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless  ; 
And  since  He  bids  me  seek  His  face, 
Believe  His  word,  and  trust  His  grace, 

| :  I'll  cast  on  Him  my  every  care, 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer! :  | 

3  Sweet  hour  of  prayer  !    sweet  hour  of 
prayer ! 
May  I  thy  consolation  share  ; 
Till,  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  home,  and  take  my  flight. 
This  robe  of  flesh  I'll  drop,  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everlasting  prize  ; 

| :  And  shout,  while  passing  through  the  air, 
Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  prayer! :  | 

3U$tt*  of  ifta?areri)  IDagget!)  fcp. 

t  What  means  this  eager,  anxious  throng, 
Pressing  our  busy  streets  along — 
These  wondrous  gatherings  day  by  day  T 
What    means    this   strange  commotion, 

pray? 
Voices,  in  accents  hushed,  reply, 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by  !" 

j  E'en  children  feel  the  potent  spell, 
And  haste  their  new-found  joy  to  tell ; 
In  crowds  they  to  the  place  repair, 
Where  Christians  daily  bow  in  prayer. 
Hosannas  mingle  with  the  cry, 
"Jesus  of  ya»veth  passeth  W '" 
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3  Who  is  this  Jesus  ?    Why  should  He 
The  city  move  so  mightily  ? 

A  passing  stranger,  has  He  skill 
To  charm  the  multitude  at  will  ? 
Again  the  stirring  tones  reply, 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by  !" 

4  Jesus  !  'tis  He  who  once  below 

Man's  pathway  trod,  'mid  pain  and  woe  ; 
And  burdened  hearts,  where'er  He  came, 
Brought  out  their  s  ick,  and  deaf,  and  lame: 
Blind  men  rejoiced  to  hear  the  cry, 
"  Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by  !" 

5  Again  He  comes  ;  from  place  to  place 
His  holy  footprints  we  can  trace : 

He  pauses  at  our  threshold— nay, 
He  enters,  condescends  to  stay  ! 
Shall  we  not  gladly  raise  the  cry,  * 

"  Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by?" 

6  Ho !  all  ye  heavy  laden,  come  I 
Here's  pardon,  comfort,  rest,  a  home : 
Lost  wanderers  from  a  Father's  face, 
Return,  accept  His  proffered  grace  ! 
Ye  tempted,  there's  a  refuge  nigh, 

"  Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by  I 

7  But  if  you  still  this  call  refuse, 
And  dare  such  wondrous  love  abuse, 
Soon  will  He  sadly  from  you  turn, 
Your  bitter  prayer  in  justice  spurn: 

"  Too  late  !  too  late  !"  will  be  the  cry, 
"  Jesus  of  Nazareth  has  passed  by  V 

Eta. 


^pmn  for  Sebtoal  ^eauon*. 

O  happy  day,  blest  day  of  grace  ! 
When  Jesus  shows  His  smiling  face, 
And  bids  the  weary  wanderer  come, 
And  find  in  Him  sweet  rest,  a  home. 
The  cross  upKfted  draws  us  near, 
The  Spirit  whispers  words  of  cheer, 
|  :And  waits  repenting  souls  to  bless 
In  this  glad  day,  this  day  of  grace.    :  | 

2  Then  hasten,  all  who  feel  your  need, 
From  sin's  dread  burden  to  be  freed  ; 
To  Calvary's  Victim  look  and  live, 
He  only  can  salvation  give. 

Long  have  you  pleasure  sought  in  vain, 
And  found  but  weariness  in  pain  ; 
| :  Oh  come,  your  sinful  steps  retrace, 
Improve  this  blessed  day  of  grace.  :| 

3  Now  listen  to  the  gospel's  sound, 
Seek  Jesus  where  He  may  be  found. 
In  Him,  the  Father  reconciled 
Will  own  and  bless  you  as  His  child. 
Oh,  will  you  longer  slight  His  love. 
And  grieve  away  the  Heavenly  Dove  ?— 

| :  Refuse  the  Saviour  to  embrace, 
And  perish  in  this  day  of  grace  ?  :  I 

4  Forbid  it,  Lord  !    Thy  power  display, 
And  draw  these  lingering  souls  to-day  • 
Convince  of  sin,  Thy  grace  impart 

To  cleanse  and  sanctify  the  heart. 
May  many  hear  Thy  gracious  voice. 
And  in  Thy  pardoning  love  rejoice, 
|:  Who  in  eternity  shall  praise 
Thee  for  this  blessed  day  of  grace.  :  I 

Eta 
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I    Ma  -  ry     to        the     Saviour's  tomb 
(  Spice  she  brought,  and  sweet  perfume, 


Hast-ed  at    the      ear  -  ly       dawn,) 
But  the  Lord  she  loved  had      gone.  J 


For     awhile  she     lingering     stood, 
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Filled  with  sor-row    and    sur    -    prise 


Trembling,  while  the  ciys-tal  flood 


Is-  sued  from  her  weep  -  in<: 


eyes. 
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2  But  her  sorrows  quickly  fled 

When  she  heard  His  welcome  voice  ; 
Christ  had  risen  from  the  dead, 

Now  He  bids  her  heart  rejoice. 
What  a  change  His  word  can  make, 

Turning  darkness  into  day  ! 
Ye  who  weep  for  Jesus'  sake, 

He  will  wipe  your  tears  away. 


He  who  came  to  comfort  her, 

When  she  thought  her  all  was  lost. 
Will  for  your  relief  appear, 

Though  you  now  are  tempest-tossed. 
On  His  word  your  burden  cast, 

On  His  love  your  thoughts  employ ; 
Weeping  for  awhile  may  last, 

But  the  morning  brings  the  joy. 


People  of  t!je  JUtoinp;  ©on. 


Peotle  of  the  living  God, 

I  have  sought  the  world  around, 
Paths  of  sin  and  sorrow  trod, 

Peace  and  comfort  nowhere  found. 
Now  to  you  my  spirit  turns — 

Turns  a  fugitive  unblest  ; 
Brethren,  where  your  altar  burns. 

Oh.  receive  me  into  rest  ' 


2  Lonely  I  no  longer  ioam, 

Like  the  cloud,  the  wind,  the  wave ! 
Where  you  dwell  shall  be  my  home, 

Where  you  die  shall  be  my  grave. 
Mine  the  God  whom  you  adore, 

Your  Redeemer  shall  be  mine  ; 
Earth  can  fill  my  soul  no  more. 

Ever\'  idol  I  resign 
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i.     Would  you    be    as      an -gels  are  ?    Sing,     sing    His  praise ;    Would  you    ba-nish    eve-ry  care  1  Sing,    sing    His  praise: 
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Like  the  lark    up  -    on  the  wing,  Like  the  war- bling  bird  of  spring,  Like  the  crys-tal  spheres  that  ring,    Sing,  sing   His  p 
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i  If  the  world  upon  you  frown.         Sing,  &c. 
If  you're  left  to  sing  alone,  Sing,  &c. 

If  sad  trials  come  to  you, 
As  to  every  one  they  do, 
For  that  they  are  blessings  too,    Sing,  &c. 


3  For  His  wondrous  dying  love,      Sing,  &c 
That  He  intercedes  above,  Sing,  &c. 

Thu£,  whene'er  you  come  to  die, 
You  shall  soar  beyond  the  sky, 
And  with  angel  choirs  on  high.     Sing,  &c 


^Erp,  €rp  airatn. 


i  Have  you  not  succeeded  yet  ? —  Try,  try  again  ; 
Mercy's  door  is  open  yet —  Try,  try  again  ; 

Yours  is  not  a  single  case, 
Others  have  had  the  same  to  face  : 
All  your  trust  in  Jesus  place —      Try,  try  again. 

a  Something  surely  lurks  within —  Try,  try  again  ; 
Some  beloved  besetting  sin —        Try,  try  again  : 
Give  up  eveiy  plea  beside, — 
"I  am  lost,  but  Christ  hath  died," 
Then  the  blood  will  be  applied— Try.  try  again. 


Do  you  say  "  I've  been  before"?  Try,  try  again  ; 

Never  give  the  conflict  o'er —        Try.  try  again  ; 

Others  have  been  as  bad  as  you, 

But  the  Lord  has  brought  them  through: 

It  will  be  the  same  with  you —      Try,  trv  again. 

Do  you  say  "I've  tried  in  vain"?  Try,  try  again; 

"  As  I  was  I  still  remain  "?  Try,  try  again  ; 

Know,  the  darkest  hour  of  night 

Is  before  the  dawn  of  light : 

Press  along,  you're  going  right — Try,  try  again. 
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con    -    ciled         through  blood ;  This, 

brought      nigh  to      Him,  Through 


Mis 
faith 


in         deed  is         peace ! 

in  Je    -     sus'       blood. 


'^3. 


3  So  nigh,  so  very  nigh  to  God, 

I  cannot  nearer  be  ; 
For  in  the  person  of  His  Son, 
I  am  as  near  as  He. 

4  So  dear,  so  very  dear  to  God, 

More  dear  I  cannot  be  ; 
The  love  wherewith  He  loves  the  Son, 
Such  is  His  love  to  me. 

j  Why  should  I  ever  careful  be, 
Since  such  a  God  is  mine  ? 
He  watches  o'er  me  night  and  day, 
And  tells  me  "  Mitte  is  thin*." 

SHje  Houeu  Bame  of  3le*u0. 

i  There  is  a  Name  I  love  to  hear, 
I  love  to  speak  its  worth  ; 
It  sounds  like  music  in  mine  ears, 
The  sweetest  Name  on  earth. 


a  It  tells  me  of  a  Saviour's  love, 
Who  died  to  set  me  free  : 
It  tells  me  of  His  precious  blood, 
The  sinner's  perf'*- t  plea. 

3  It  tells  of  One  whose  loving  heart 

Can  feel  my  deepest  woe, 

Who  in  my  sorrow  bears  a  part 

That  none  can  bear  below. 

^  It  bids  my  trembling  heart  rejoice, 
It  dries  each  rising  tear  ; 
It  tells  me,  in  a  "  still  small  voice," 
To  trust  and  never  fear. 

5  Jesus  !  the  Name  I  love  so  well, 
The  Name  I  love  to  hear ! 
No  saint  on  earth  its  worth  can  tell, 
No  hear  conceive  how  dear ! 
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i  Lord  Jfesus !  we  are  one  with  Thee, 
O  height,  O  depth  of  love  ! 
With  Thee  we  died  upon  the  tree, 
In  Thee  we  live  above. 

2  Such  was  Thy  grace,  that  for  our  sak* 

Thou  didst  from  heaven  come  down 
Our  human  flesh  and  blood  partake, 
In  all  our  misery  one. 

3  Our  sins,  our  guilt,  in  love  divine 

Confessed  and  borne  by  Thee  , 
The  gall,  the  curse,  the  wrath  were  Thine, 
To  set  Thy  members  free. 

4  Ascended  now  in  glory  bright. 

Still  one  with  us  Thou  art. ; 
Nor  death,  nor  life,  nor  depth,  nor  height, 
Thy  saints  and  Thee  can  part. 


$  v^j,  teach  us,  Lord,  to  know  and  own 
^This  wondrous  mystery, 
That  Thou  with  us  art  truly  one, 
And  we  are  one  with  Thee  ! 


6  Soon,  soon  shall  come  that  glorious  day, 
When,  seated  on  Thy  throne, 
Thou  shalt  to  wondering  worlds  display 
That  Thou  with  us  art  one. 
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i  Pkaver  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire, 
Unuttered  or  expressed, 
The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire 
That  trembles  in  the  breast 

2  Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh, 
The  falling  of  a  tear, 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye, 
When  none  but  God  is  near. 
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3  Prayer  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 
That  infant  lips  can  try  ; 
Prayer,  the  sublimest  strains  that  reach 
The  Majesty  on  high. 


4  Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 
The  Christian's  native  air, 
His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death  ■ 
He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 
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(Chil-dren,   come,  will       you    come?  Hear      the        Sa  -  viour      pro  •  claim  -  ing 
"  \    I      have     pur  -  chased     a       home      in         the      man  -  sions      of        hea  -  ven 
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For    each     sin  -  strick  -  en 
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a  There  the  angels  so  bright 

Listen  pleased  to  the  story, 
As  the  saints  clothed  in  white 

Sing  aloud  of  His  glory. 
There  no  sin  or  dismay, 

Neither  trouble  or  sorrow, 
Will  be  felt  for  the  day, 

Nor  be  feared  for  the  morrow. 


3  He's  prepared  you  a  home, 

Children,  will  you  believe  it  ? 
And  invites  you  to  come, 

Children,  will  you  receive  it  t 
Oh  come,  children,  come, 

For  the  tide  is  receding. 
And  the  Saviour  will  soon 

And  for  ever  ceaM  vie-ding. 
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3  Jfrel  like  tet'nging;  all  r&e  'flUme." 


Thrsh  are  the  wools  of  a  Httk  girl,  a  part  of  whose  letter  I 
think  you  will  like  to  read.  You  will  then  the  better  enjoy  sing- 
ing some  little  verses  which  I  have  written  for  you,  dear  children, 
as  expressive  of  her  feelings  : — "  1  think  that  I  have  found  the 
dear  Jesus.  I  find  Him  so  precious  to  my  soul,  I  do  not  sec  how 
I  could  have  rejected  Him  so  long.  I  think  I  can  sing,  with  the 
rest  of  those  who  have  found  Jesus,  'Jesus  is  mine.'  The  first 
time  that  I  came  to  these  meetings  I  cried ;  but  now  I  feel  like 
ringing  all  the  time.     The  devil  did  not   like  it  when  I  found  the 
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i.  "  I       feel   like  sing-ing     all    the  time,"  My  tears  are  wiped  a 


feel   like  sing-ing     all    the  time,"  My  tears  are  wiped  a  -  way,        For    Je  -  sus 


dear  Jesus.  This  morning  1  am  afraid  he  was  trying  to  temp* 
me,  but  I  went  into  my  room  and  prayed  that  Jesus  would  help 
me  to  resist  him,  and  I  think  He  did.  I  told  the  devil  thnt  h<* 
could  go  away  to  somebody  else  and  tempt  them  ;  that  I  did  not 
want  him  to  tempt  me,  and  that  he  should  not.  Will  you  please 
pray  for  two  verv  dear  friends  who  are  yet  without  Jesus 
May  they  shed  tears  when  they  hear  the  melting  story  of  the 
Lamb  !  And  pray  for  me,  your  little  friend,  just  thirteen  years 
old. " 

Music  b>  H.  E.  Matthews. 


a    Friend  of  mine  ;  111 


m    j,                                            Chorus. 
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a  When  on  the  cross  my  Lord  I  saw, 
Nailed  there  by  sins  of  mine, 
Fast  fell  the  burning  tears  ;  but  now, 
I'm  singing  all  the  time. — Chorus. 

3  When  fierce  temptations  try  my  heart, 
111  sine  "  Jesus  is  mine  ;" 
Aod  so,  though  tears  at  times  may  start. 
I'm  sinking  all  the  time. — Chorus. 


4  O  happy  little  singing  i 
What  music  is  like  tl 


one, 
thine? 
With  Jesus  as  thy  Life  and  Sun, 
Go  singing  all  the  time.— Chorus. 

"  The  melting  story  of  the  Lamb  " 
Tell  with  that  voice  of  thine. 

Till  others,  with  the  glad  new  song, 
Go  singing  al.'  the   'me. — Chorus, 


k.  P.M. 
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i    My       hope       is       built      on  no  •  thing     less       Than       Je    -   sus'    blood    and 
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3  When  darkness  seems  to  veil  His  face, 
1  rest  on  His  unchanging  grace ; 
In  every  high  and  stormy  gale 
Jdy  anchor  holds  within  the  vail. 
'.  )n  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand  ; 
Ail  ather  ground  is  sinking  sand. 


3  His  oath,  His  covenant,  and  blood, 
Support  me  in  the  'whelming  flood  : 
When  all  around  my  soul  gives  way. 
He  then  is  all  my  hope  and  stay. 
On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand  I 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  san£. 
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Bright  ^angionsL 

1  A  MERRY   HEART  DOETH  GOOD  UKB  A  MEDICINE." — PtVV.  rrH.  99. 


The  following  extract  Is  from  a  letter  written  by  one  of  the 
•'little  ones,"  and  read  at  the  children's  meeting  at  Rochester.  A 
new  heart  is  a  singing  heart.  Have  you,  dear  reader,  a  heart  that 
leads  vou  to  love  to  sing  the  praises  of  Jesus  ? 

"Mr.  EUinswood  came  and  asked  me  if  I  had  found  the  dear 
Jesus,  and  I  told  him  I  was  trying  to  find  Him.  When  he  prayed 
for  me,  I  resolved  that  I  would  love  the  dear  Jesus ;  and  when  he 


had  finished  praying,  I  thought  I  had  found  the  dear  Jesus.  And 
when  I  went  home  that  night  I-  went  down  on  my  knees,  and  gave 
myself  right  up  to  Jesus,  and  I  know  He  took  me  ;  and  I  prayed 
for  Him  to  give  me  a  new  heart,  and  He  gave  it  to  me.  Oh,  Mr. 
Hammond,  I  feel  so  happy  since  I  found  the  dear  Jesus;  I  feel  lik* 
singing  all  the  time." 


Ind, 
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Refrain. 
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f   "I     feel  like  sing-ing    all  the  time,"  My  heart  with  joy  is     ring-ing; 
(  Since  Je-sus  hath  my  sins  forgiven,  I'm  happiest  when  I'm 


r    Oh,  happy  they  who  reach  that  place,  Where 


a  Since  I  have  found  a  Saviour's  love, 
To  Him  my  hopes  are  clinging ; 
I  feel  so  happy  all  the  rime, 
My  heart  is  always  singing. — Chants. 

3  A  light  I  never  knew  before 
Around  my  path  is  breaking ; 
And  cheerful  songs  of  grateful  praise 
My  raptured  soul  are  waking. — Chorus. 


4  "  I  feel  like  singing  all  the  time," 

I  have  no  thought  of  sadness  ; 
When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away, 
He  tuned  my  heart  to  gladness. — Chorus. 

5  Each  moment,  as  it  glides  away, 

Some  new  delight  is  bringing ; 
Redeeming  love — oh,  blessed  theme  S — 
My  heart  is  always  singing. — Chorus, 


•  The  Refrain  may  be  sung  after  every  second  stanza. 
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Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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Lamb. 


a  These  througn  fiery  trials  trod, 

These  from  great  afflictions  came  ; 
Now  before  the  throne  of  God, 
Sealed  with  His  almighty  name.— Chorus. 

3  Clad  in  raiment  pure  and  white, 

Victor  palms  in  every  hand, 
Through  their  great  Redeemer's  might, 
More  than  conqu'rors  they  stand  —Chorus. 

4  Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs  ,* 

Perfect  love  dispels  all  fears ; 
And  for  ever  from  their  eyes 
God  shall  wipe  away  their  tears.  —Chorus. 


I  I  I 

STIje  Completes  ©Sorfc  of 

i  Christ  has  done  the  mighty  work  ; 
Nothing  left  for  us  to  do, 
But  to  enter  on  His  toil, 
Enter  on  His  triumph  too. 

a  He  has  sown  the  precious  seed, 
Nothing  left  for  us  unsown  ; 
Ours  it  is  to  reap  the  fields, 
Make  the  harvest-joy  our  own. 


3  His  the  pardon,  ours  the  sin, — 

Great  the  sin,  the  pardon  great ; 
His  the  good  and  ours  the  ill, 
His  the  love  and  ours  the  hate. 

4  Ours  the  darkness  and  the  gloom, 

His  the  shade-dispelling  light : 

Ours  the  cloud  and  His  ue  sun, 

His  the  day-spring,  ours  the 

5  His  the  labour,  ours  the  rest, 

His  the  death  and  ours  the  life ; 
Ours  the  fruit  of  victory  t 
His  the  agony  and  strife. 
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i.  Shall  we  sing    in  heaven  for     e  -  ver?  Shall  we    sing?  Shall  we    sing?  Shall  we    sing      in  heaven    for      e   - 
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In    that   hap-py 
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land? 
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yes !      in    that    land,   that  hap  -  py 
yes !      in    that   land,  that  hap  -  py 
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Meet  to  sing,  and  love 
Meet  to  sing,  and  love 
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3  Shall  we  sing  with  holy  angels 
In  that  land  ? 
Shall  we  sing  with  holy  angels 
In  that  happy  land  ? 
Yes !  oh  yes  !  in  that  land,  that  happy  land, 
Saints  and  angels  sing  for  ever, 
Far  beyond  the  rolling  river, 
Meet  to  sing,  and  love  for  ever, 
£n  that  happy  land ' 


4  Shall  we  rest  from  care  and  sorrow 
In  that  land  ? 
Shall  we  rest  from  care  and  sorrow 
In  that  happy  land  ? 
Yes!  oh  yes  !  in  that  land,  that  happy  land, 
They  that  meet  shall  rest  for  ever, 
Far  beyond  the  rolling  river, 
Meet  to  sing,  and  love  for  ever, 
In  that  happy  land  ! 


5  Shall  we  meet  our  dear,  lost  childre* 
In  that  land  ? 
Shall  we  meet  our  dear,  lost  children 
In  that  happy  land  ? 
Yes !  oh  yes  !  in  that  land,  that  happy  land, 
Children  meet  and  sing  for  ever, 
Far  beyond  the  rolling  river, 
Meet  to  sing,  and  love  for  ever, 
In  that  happy  land  ' 


6  Shall  we  meet  our  Christian  parents 
In  that  land? 
Shall  we  meet  our  Christian  parents 
In  that  happy  land  ? 
Yes !  oh  yes !  in  that  land,  that  happy  land, 
Parents — children— meet  together, 
Far  beyond  the  rolling  river, 
Meet  io  sag,  and  love  for  ever. 
In  that  happy  land  I 
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7  Shall  we  meet  our  faithful  teachers 
In  that  land  ? 
Shall  we  meet  our  faithful  teachers 
In  that -happy  land? 
Yes !  oh  yes !  in  that  land,  that  happy  land, 
Teachers — scholars — meet  together, 
Far  beyond  the  rolling  river, 
Meet  to  sing,  and  love  for  ever, 
In  that  happy  land  ! 
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8  Shah  we  Know  our  blessed  Saviout 
In  that  land  ? 
Shall  we  know  our  blessed  Saviour 
In  that  happy  land  ? 
Yes !  oh  yes  !  in  that  land,  that  happy  land, 
Far  beyond  the  rolling  river, 
Love  and  serve  Him  there  for  ever. 
Love  and  serve  Him  there  for  ever, 
In  that  happy  land  ! 
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5  A  few  more  Sabbaths  here 

Shall  cheer  us  on  our  way, 
And  we  shall  reach  the  endless  rest, 
The  eternal  Sabbath-day. 

6  Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  great  day ; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood. 
And  take  my  sins  away. 


til  I 

a  A  few  more  storms  shall  beat 
On  this  wild,  rocky  shore, 
And  we  shall  be  where  tempests 
And  surges  swell  no  more. 


4  A  few  more  struggles  here, 
A  few  more  partings  o'er, 
A  few  more  toils,  a  few  more  tears. 
And  we  shall  weep  no  more. 
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The      sweetness    of  Thy        soft,      low  voice    I 
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I  cannot  feel  Thee  touch  my  hand 

With  pressure  light  and  mild, 
To  check  me  as  my  mother  did, 

When  I  was  but  a  child  ; 
But  I  have  felt  Thee  in  my  thoughts, 

Fighting  with  sin  for  me  : 
And  when  my  heart  lores  God,  I  know 

The  sweetness  is  from  Thee. 

And  when,  dear  Saviour,  I  kneel  down, 

Morning  and  night,  to  prayer, 
Something  there  is  within  my  heart 

Which  tells  me  Thou  art  there. 
Yes,  when  I  pray,  Thou  prayest  too,— 

Thy  prayer  is  all  for  me  ; 
But  when  I  sleep,  Thou  steepest  not. 

But  watchest  patiently. 


aiag!  am>  Did  mp  ^atuotir 
-BleeD  t 

Alas  !  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed  ? 

And  did  my  Sovereign  die  f 
Would  He  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 
Remember  me,  remember  me, 
Dear  Lord,  remember  me  ; 
Remember,  Lord,  Thy  dying  groans, 
And  then  remember  me. 

Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done 

He  hung  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity  !  grace  unknown 

And  love  beyond  degree  ■ 
Remember.  &c 


3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 

And  shut  his  glories  in. 
When  Christ,  the  mighty  Maker,  died 
For  man,  the  creature  s  sin. 
Remember,  &c. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 

While  His  dear  cross  appears ; 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulnesa, 
And  melt  my  eyes  in  tears. 
Remember,  &c 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe  ; 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, 
'Tis  all  that  lean  do. 
Remember.  &c. 
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I.      A  -  waked  by      Si  •  nai's      aw  -  fill  sound,  My   soul      in  bonds     of  guilt    I   found,  And  knew  not  where  to      go. 
a       I    heard  the    law       its     thun- ders  roll.  While  guilt    lay  hea   -   vy     on    my  soul,    A    vast    op-pres-rive  load 
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One     so -lemn  truth      in  -creased  my  pain  :    The        sin  -  ner"must    be    born    a- gain,"  Or    sink    to    end  -  less   woo 
AU    crea-ture    aid         I      saw    was  vain.    The        sin  -  ner  " must    be     born    a  -  gain,"  Or  drink  the  wrath   of     God. 
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•\  The  saints  I  heard  with  rapture  tell 
How  Jesus  conquered  death  and  hell 

To  oring  salvation  near  ; 
Yet  still  I  found  this  truth  remain— 
The  sinner  "  must  be  born  again," 

Or  sink  in  deep  despair. 


4  But  while  I  thus  in  anguish  lay, 
The  bleeding  Saviour  passed  that  way, 

My  bondage  to  remove  : 
The  sinner,  once  by  justice  slain, 
Now  by  His  grace  is  "born  again," 

And  sines  redeeming  love 


of  JFattl). 

i  O  Thou  that  hear'st  the  prayer  of  faith, 
Wilt  Thou  not  save  a  soul  from  death, 

That  casts  itself  on  Thee  t 
I  have  no  refuge  of  my  own. 
But  fly  to  what  my  God  hath  done, 

And  suffered  once  for  alL 
a  Slain  in  the  guilty  sinner's  stead, 
His  spotless  righteousness  I  plead, 

And  His  availing  blood  ; 
That  righteousness  my  robe  shall  be, 
That  merit  shall  atone  for  me, 

And  bring  me  near  to  God. 


3  Then  save  me  from  eternal  death, 
The  spirit  of  adoption  breathe, 

His  consolations  send  ; 
By  Him  some  word  of  life  impart. 
And  sweetly  whisper  to  my  heart, 

"  Thy  Maker  is  thy  Friend." 


4  The  king  of  terrors  then  would  he 
A  welcome  messenger  to  me, 

To  bid  me  come  away  : 
Unclogged  by  earth,  or  earthly  thinj 
I'd  mount.  I'd  fly  with  eager  wings, 

To  everlasting  dav. 
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"  WB   LOVK   HIM,    BECAUSE   HE  FIRST    LOVKD   US." — I    John  iv.  19. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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t.  Je  •  6ua  loves  me  !    this    I  know,  For  the    Bi-ble    tells    me   so;    Lit -tie   ones    to  Him  be-long,  They  are  weak,  but 
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Chorus.  — ^ 

He    is  strong.     Yes,   Je-sus  loves   me,     Yes,Je-sus    loves  me,       Yes,   Je  -  sus  loves  me,  The    Bi-ble  tells   me     so. 


P 


a  Jesus  loves  me  !  He  who  died, 
Heaven's  gate  to  open  wide ; 
He  will  wash  away  my  sin, 
Let  His  little  child  come  in  — V.korut. 


3  Jesus  loves  me  !  loves  me  still, 
Though  I'm  very  weak  and  ill ; 
From  His  shining  throne  on  high, 
Comes  to  watch  me  where  I  lie. — Chorut. 


4  Jesus  loves  me  !  He  wJ  stay 
Close  beside  me  all  the  way  : 
If  I  love  Him  when  I  die, 
He  will  take  me  home  on  high  —  Charm . 


3fejsuj8  "  k:f:rD  Op."— JohnxW. 32. 


1  Jesus  from  Hto  throne  on  high 
Came  into  this  world  to  die  ; 
That  '  roigv'*  from  sin  be  free. 
Bled  a».-a  diec  ««pon  the  tree.   -<Jltorus 

a  I  can  see  turn  even  now, 
With  His  pierced,  thorn-clad  brow, 
Agonizin^  «u;  the  tree ; 
Oh,  what  love  1  and  all  for  me.—  c hems. 

3  Now  I  feel  this  heart  of  stone 
Drawn  to  love  God's  holy  Son, 
"  Lifted  up  "  on  Calvary, 
Suffering  shame  and  death  for  me.  — Chants. 


4  Jesus,  take  this  heart  of  mine, 
Make  it  pure  and  wholly  Thine ; 
Thou  hast  bled  and  died  for  me, 
I  will  henceforth  live  for  Thee.— Chorus 

e.p.  r 

"31  HoDcto  ^ing  '3lus$t  Bote!'" 

It  is  not  strange  that  the  little  child  of 
seven  years,  who  wrote  these  words,  should 
love  to  sing  about  Jesus.  There  was  once 
a  little  girl  who,  the  great  President  Ed- 
wards believes,  was  led  to  Jesus  when  she 
was  only  four  years  old ;  and,  before  she 
was  six  years  old,  this  good  man  wrote  an 
*  of  her  conv«rwM»    »Sw-b  was  •"* 
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published  in  England.  F01  sixty  years 
she  lived  to  honour  her  Saviour,  litis  little 
one  talks  as  if  she  were  one  of  the  lambs 
of  Jesus.     She  says : 

I  am  happy.  I  have  been  sorry  that  I 
was  such  a  sinner.  I  have  loved  Jesus 
ever  since  the  meetings  commenced,  and 
I  hope  I  shall  love  Him  till  I  die.  I  have 
been  singing  ever  since  the  meetings  began. 
I  love  'Just  now'  the  best  of  all. — Your 
little  friend,  *  *  *,  seven  years  old." 

I  hope  that  you  too,  my  dear  friend, 
may  be  able  with  the  heart  to  sing  the 
words  which  I  have  put  into  the  mouth  of 
this  little  girl. 

x  "  Prbcious  Jesus,  He  is  mine  !" 
Since  I  heard  His  loving  call 
I've  been  singing  all  the  time ; 
One  sweet  hymn  is  best  of  alL 

Chorus.  I :  Yes,  come  to  Jesus.  :  | 

Oh,  come  to  Him  ''just  now  !*' 

t  Yes,  I  love  to  sing  "Just  now," 
Jesus  is  in  every  line  ; 
Since  I  saw  His  thorn-clad  brow, 
I've  been  happy  all  the  time. — Chorus. 

3  Oh  that  all  my  little  friends 

Would  to  Jesus  come  "just  now !" 
He  would  wash  away  their  sins, 
Lighting  up  with  ioy  each  brow. — 

Chorus. 


"31  can  $>ing  tott!)  att  mp  $eart." 

These  are  the  words  of  a  little  girl  of 
eleven  summers,  who  says  in  her  letter: 
"  I  wish  to  tell  you  the  way  I  gave  my 
heart  to  the  Saviour.  When  I  went  to  your 
meetings,  and  heard  you  tell  of  the  love  of 
Jesus,  I  could  not  stand  it  any  longer,  so  I 
gave  myself  up  to  Jesus.  I  prayed  this 
evening  that  He  would  take  me  just  as  I 
was.  I  can  now  sing  with  all  my  heart,  '  I 
•eve  /ecus,  yes,  I  do.      I  feel  a  great  deal 


happier  now.      My  age  is  eleven  years. 
Pray  for  your  little  friend  " 

When  this  little  child  wrote  those  words 
in  her  little  letter,  I  don't  suppose  that  she 
knew  she  "  spoke  in  numbers,"  as  poets  do. 
Let  us  see  if  we  can  put  some  more  words 
to  hers,  and  so  make  a  little  child's  hymn. 

1  I  can  sing,  with  all  my  heart, 
"  I  love  Jesus,  yes,  I  do  ;" 
I  have  chosen  Him  my  "part," 
He  has  made  my  heart  all  new. 

Chorus.   I :  Yes,  I  love  Jesus,  :  |  I  know, 
I  know  I  do. 

a  When  I  hear  of  Jesus'  love, 
How  to  rescue  me  He  dies, 
Then  my  stubborn  heart  is  moved, 
Tears  gush  from  my  weeping  eyes. — 
Chorus. 

3  Oh,  how  can  I  longer  stay  ? 

Jesus  bids  me  come  to  Him ; 
I  will  give  myself  away, 

He  will  wash  away  my  sin. — Chorus. 

4  Oft  my  sins  have  troubled  me, 

Then  a  cloud  was  on  my  brow ; 
Now  my  Saviour  I  can  see, 
And  I'm  very  happy  now. — Chorus. 


"3fe0it0  on  the  Cross  31  ^>ato." 

"  WHEN  I  SAW  THE  LOVING  JESUS  ON  TrIH 
CROSS,  I  COULD  ALMOST  HEAR  HIM  SAY 
THAT  MY  SINS  WERE  ALL  FORGIVEN." 

Listen  to  what  a  young  convert  says,  who 
lingered  long  ere  she  gave  herself  to  Christ. 
She  went  to  church  again  and  again,  and 
came  away  even  more  wretched  than 
when  she  entered.  "One  evening,"  she 
says,  "  I  went  to  church  almost  in  despair, 
and  tried  to  listen,  when  suddenly  I  saw 
the  loving  Jesus  on  the  cross  looking  at  me, 
and  I  could  almost  hear  Him  say  that  my 
sins  were  forgiven.  It  was  almost  too  good 
to  believe.  The  next  evening  I  could  not 
help  sineine  those  sweet  hymns  with  the 


rest  of  the  congregation."  If  you,  dear 
reader,  have  seen  with  faith  the  Saviour  on 
the  cross  bleeding  for  you,  then  you,  too, 
can  sing  with  joyful  heart  the  hvmn  below. 

1  Jesus  on  the  cross  I  saw, 

Bleeding,  dying,  all  for  me, 
I  could  almost  hear  Him  say, 
"All  thy  sins  are  pardoned  thee." 

Chorus.  I  have  seen  Jesus, 
I  have  seen  Jesus, 
I  have  seen  Jesus. 
My  Saviour,  on  the  cross. 

a  First  my  heart  could  scarce  believe. 
That  my  sins  were  all  forgiven, 
But  assurance  I've  r-ceived, 
And  I  hope  to  sing  in  heaven.— Chorus. 

3  Now  my  soul  is  full  of  joy, 
"  I  love  Jesus,  yes,  I  do;" 
Singing  is  my  chief  employ, 
"  Jesus  smiles,  and  loves  me  too." — 

Chorus. 
E.  P.  H. 

a  Chilu'0  draper. 

x  Jesus,  Saviour,  pirv  me, 
Hear  me  when  I  cry  to  Thee ; 
I've  a  very  wicked  heart, 
Full  of  sin  in  every  part. 

Chorus.  Dear  Jesus,  hear  me, 
Dear  Jesus,  hear  me, 
Dear  Jesus,  hear  me, 
Oh,  listen  to  my  prayer. 

2  I  can  never  make  it  good, 

Wilt  Thou  wash  me  in  Thy  blood  T 

Jesus,  Saviour,  pity  me, 

Hear  me  when  I  pray  to  Thee. — Chorus 

3  When  I  try  to  do  Thy  wUl, 
Sin  is  in  my  bosom  still. 

And  I  soon  do  something  bad  ; 

Then  my  heart  is  dark  and  sad.— Chorus 

\  Now  I  come  to  Thee  for  aid, 
All  my  hope  on  Thee  is  stayed : 
Thou  hast  bled  and  died  for  me, 
I  will  gin  myself  to  Thee—  Chorus 
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t&appp  in  t&e  Horn* 


pilgrims  dear,  happy  in   the    Lord, 


i.  A    pilgrim  and  a   stranger  here,    happy,  happy,  hap-py 


I    seek  the  home  to 


&& 


We'U  a-oss  the  ri-ver  of     Jor-dan,    hap-py,  hap-pv,    hap-py,  hap-py,  Cross  the    ri-ver  of    Jor  -  dan,  hap-py  in   the   Lord. 
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a  I  leave  this  world  of  sin  behind,  happy,  ftc. 

That  better  home  in  heaven  to  find,  happy  in,  &c 

Fair  lands  are  here,  and  houses  fair,  happy,  &c 

But  fairer  is  my  home  up  there,  happy  in,  &c. 
Chorus. — We'll  cross  the  nver,  &c 

3  In  that  fair  clime  of  endless  day,  happy,  &c 

The  Lord  shall  wipe  all  tears  away,  happy  in,  &c 

To  living  founts,  thro'  ver  ant  meads,  happy,  &c. 

The  Lamb  His  ransomed  followers  leads,  happy  in,  &c 
Chorus. — We'll  cross  the  river,  &c 


4  The  fruits  and  flowers  of  Paradise, 

In  plenteous  showers  around  them  rise. 
No  death  shall  visit  them  again, 
No  sickness  there,  no  touch  of  pain, 
Chorus, — Well  cross  the  river,  &c. 

5  Farewell,  vain  world,  I'm  going  home, 
My  Saviour  smiles  and  bids  me  come, 
No  mourning  there,  no  funeral  gloom, 
But  health  and  youth  for  ever  bloom. 

Chorus. — We'll  cross  the  river,  &c. 


happy,  &c, 
happy  in,  &c 
happy,  &c 
happy  in,  &c 


happy,  &c 
happy  in,  ftc 
happy,  &c 
happy  in,  &c 


$app?  in  3!e0up. 


t  O  happv  day  !  when  first  we  feh 
Our  souls  with  deep  contrition  melt, 
And  saw  our  sins,  of  crimson  guilt, 
All  cleansed  by  blood  on  Calvary  spilt 


a  O  happy  day  !  when  first  Thy  love 
Began  our  grateful  hearts  to  move ; 
And  gazing  on  Thy  wondrous  cross, 
We  saw  all  else  as  worthless  dross. 


Notb.— The  first  and  third  lines  may  be  sung  as  solos  with  good  effect,  the  chorus  commencing  at  the  words  "  Happy,    ftc 
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%  O  happy  day  !  when  we  no  more 
Shall  grieve  Thee  whom  our  souls  adore : 
When  sorrows,  conflicts,  fears  shall  cease, 
And  all  our  trials  end  in  peace. 

4  O  happy  day  !  when  we  shall  see, 
And  fix  our  longing  eyes  on  Thee, 
On  Thee,  our  Light,  our  Life,  our  Love, 
Our  All  below,  our  Heaven  above. 


S  O  happy  day  of  cloudless  light  1 
Eternal  day  without  a  night ; 
Lord,  when  shall  we  its  dawning  see, 
And  spend  it  all  in  praising  Thee  T 


6  Come,  Saviour,  come ;  oh,  quickly  i 
Take  us,  Thy  waiting  people,  home ; 
We  long  to  stand  around  Thy  throne, 
And  know  Thee  as  ourselves  are  known. 
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i.     Oh    for  the  robes  of  whiteness  !  Oh  for  the  tearless  eyes  ! 
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Oh    for  the  glorious  brightness,  Of  the  unclouded     ikies 
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2.    Oh    for   the  no  more  weeping,  With-in  the  land  of      love  ! 


The  end-less  joy    of    keep-ing,  The     bri-dal  feast  a   -  bove 
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3  Oh  for  the  bliss  of  flying 
~&y  riser 
Oh  for  the  rest  of  1 


My  risen  Lord  to  meet !  (i  Thess.  iv.  17.) 
For  ever  at  His  feet ! 


4  Oh  for  the  hour  of  seeing 
My  Saviour  face  to  face ! 
The  hop*  of  ever  being 
In  that  sweet  meeting-place. 


5  Jesus  !  Thou  King  of  Glory, 

I  soon  shall  dwell  with  Thee ; 
I  soon  shall  sing  the  story 
Of  Thy  great  love  to  me. 

6  Meanwhile  my  thoughts  shall 

E'en  now  before  Thy  throne, 
That  all  my  love  may  centre 
Id  Thee,  and  Thee  alone. 
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All  I've  sought,  or  hoped,  or   known,        Yet  how  rich    is      my    con-di-tion,   God  and  heaven  are      still    my    own! 


a  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me, 

They  have  left  my  Saviour  too  : 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me  ; 

Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue. 
Oh,  whilst  Thou  dost  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might  ! 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  disown  me  ; 

Show  Thy  face,  and  all  is  bright 


3  Perish,  earthly  fame  and  treasure  ; 

Come,  disaster,  scorn,  and  pain  : 
In  Thy  service  pain  is  pleasure, 

With  Thy  favour  life  is  gain. 
Oh,  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 

While  Thy  love  is  left  to  me ; 
Oh,  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 

Were  that  iov  unmixed  with  Thee 


Jopftil  (pope. 

t   Know,  my  soul !  thy  full  salvation  ; 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station, 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Think,  what  spirit  dwells  witlun  thee ; 

Think,  wuat  Father's  smiles  are  thine  ; 
Think,  what  Jesus  did  to  win  Thee  ; — 

Child  of  heaven  !  canst  thou  repine  ? 

»  Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Armed  with    faith,    and  winged  with 
prayer, 
Heaven's  eternal  day's  before  thee, 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 
Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission, 
Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  day* ; 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition,— 
Faith  to  sight,  aoi  prayer  to  praise. 


HVMNS  OP  SALVATION 

©nc  C&ere  it- 

i  Onk  there  is,  above  all  others, 

Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 
Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end. 

2  Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us, 

Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood  5 
But  our  Jesus  died  to  have  us 
Reconciled  in  Him  to  God. 

3  When  He  lived  on  earth  abas&l, 

Friend  of  sinners  was  His  name ; 
Now,  above  all  glory  raise<i, 
He  rejoices  in  the  same. 

4  Oh  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften ! 

Teach  us,  Lord,  at  length  to  love  ; 
We,  alas,  forget  too  often 
What  a  Friend  we  have  above. 


CClijat  a  %tjrangce  ano  GLfonQrous 
^torp! 

t  What  a  strange  and  wondrous  story 
From  the  Book  of  God  u  read — 
How  the  Lord  of  life  and  glory 
Had  not  where  to  lay  His  head. 

2  How  He  left  His  throne  in  heaven. 

Here  to  suffer,  bleed,  and  die, 
That  my  soul  might  be  forgiven, 
And  ascend  to  God  on  high. 

3  Father  I  let  Thy  Holy  Spirit 

Still  reveal  a  Saviour's  love. 
And  prepare  me  to  inherit 
Glory  where  He  reigns  above. 

4  There,  with  saints  and  angels  dwelling. 

May  I  that  great  love  proclaim. 
And  with  them  be  ever  telling 
All  the  wonders  of  His  name 


(Elje  flUnfon  Bantu 

1st  time.  2nd  time. 


Choris. 
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hal-le  -  lu-jah,  We  will  join  this    hap-py  band,  Singing  hal  -le-  lu-jah,  hal-le  -  lu-jah,  We  will  join  this     hap-py  band. 


a  The  prophets  and  apostles  too 

Once  belonged  to  this  happy  band  ;  j 

And  all  God's  children  here  below, 


All  have  joined  this  happy  band. — 

Chtrus. 


3  Let  no  contention  e'er  divid : 
Members  of  this  happy  band , 
But  firm,  united,  side  by  side. 
Through  this  life  together  stand.— 

Chorus. 


4  And  when  death  comes,  as  come  it 
Tc  divide  this  happy  band. 
The  links  will  not  return  to  dust, 
They  wifl  shine  at  God's  right  hanG 
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LOOKING  UNTO  JESUS.THE  AUTHOR  AND  FINISHER  OF  OUR  TAlTH.n—Heb.  xfi.  9. 
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t.     Look  -  ing     on  -  ly      to     Je    -  sus,    the 
2.      Oh,     how    oft  have     I    heard      of     the 


Cru  -  d  -    fled  One,   Who       in-vites     all 
Sa  -  viour    who  died,   That     my  fears  migr 


that  mourn ;  will     you 
be  quelled,  and     my 
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come?    will      you  come?  I       have 

tears      all        be  dried;  But       a    • 


left       all       my   sins       at        the       foot       of 
las !      my  proud  heart    was   s  too      stub  -  born 
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the  cross.    Sin   -    ful 
to   yield.    To       His 
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End.  Chorus 
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forth  !  Sound  the     ti  -  dings  forth  !    Je  -  sus  saves !  Je  -  sus  saves  \  Je  -  sua 
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dings  forth  !    Je  -  sus  saves !  Je  -  sus  saves  I  Je  -  sus 
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saves  !    Je  -  sus  saves  !  Shout    the       vie    -    to  -  ry, 
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*  But  at  length  God  in  mercy  has  led  me  to  see, 
That  if  I  would  find  safety  to  Christ  I  must  flee  ; 
The  avenger  of  blood  I  have  seen  on  my  track, 
But  with  Jesus  my  refuge  I'll  never  turn  back. 
Chorus. — Jesus  lives !  &c 


4  Still  to  Jesus  PIl  look,  though  life's  journey  be  long  ; 
When  approaching  the  river  let  this  be  my  song  : 
All  my  sins  washed  away  in  the  peace-speaking  blood, 
Come,  dear  Jesus,  come  quickly  and  take  me  to  Goo. 
Chorus.—  Jesus  lives  !  &c  E.  P.  F*. 


3i'm  jinking;  of  mp  &in&." 


little  girl,  only  ten  years  of  age.  Though  so 
young,  sne  telt  nerself  to  be  a  sinner.  Have  you,  my  little  friend, 
been  Ted  to  see  that  you  too  are  a  sinner  ?    Have  you  ever  thought 


Thus  writes  a 

j,  she  felt  herself  to 


how  it  was  that  your  sins  nailed  the  dear  Saviour  to  the  cross  ?     I 
pray  that  you,  like  this  little  child,  may  be  able  to  say,  "  Jesus 
forgave  me  my  sins,"  and  then  you  will  love  to  sing  the  words 
which  I  have  supposed  her  to  utter  :— 
"Dear  Friend, — When   I   first  came  to  those    meetings,   I 


merely  came  to  hear  some  stories,  but  I  began  to  feel  very 
differently  before  I  came  out,  when  one  of  the  kind  ministers 
asked  me  if  I  loved  Jesus.  I  told  him  I  did,  but  I  am  afraid  I  told 
him  a  lie  ;  but  when  I  went  out,  I  began  to  think  about  my  sins,  and 
I  prayed  to  Jesus  to  forgive  me  my  sins,  and  He  did  so  ;  and  now  I 
feel  happier  than  I  did  before.  Will  you  pray  for  me  that  I  may 
never  go  back  ? — Your  little  friend,  ten  years  of  age." 
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x.  I'm  think-ing  of  my    sins,  What  wicked  things  I've  done,  How  ve  -  ry  naughty       I  have  been,  Although  I    am    so    young. 
a.  How  wic-  ked   is    my  heart !  How  can   I      be  for-given?  Should  I  with  earth  be  called  to   part,  I  could  not  sing  in  heaven. 
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3  But  Jesus  He  hat  died 
For  little  ones  like  me, 
He  on  the  c/oss  was  crucified, 
From  sin  to  set  me  free. 


4  With  all  my  k»ad  of  sin, 
I'll  go  to  Jesus'  feet, 
I'll  tell  Him  all,  how  bad  I've  been, 
His  mercy  FU 


5  I  know  my  prayer  He'll  hear, 
He'll  fill  my  heart  with  love, 


He'll  drive  away  my  guilty  fear, 
And  take  me  home  above.  E.  P.  H 
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3t$u&  paid  it  £IL 


TlW  following  lyric  has  been  greatly  blessed  by  God  in  leading 
the  anxious  to  rest  solely  in  the  finished  work  of  Christ. 

The  author,  the  late  Rev.  Mr.  Proctor,  of  Scotland,  said : 
44  Since  I  first  discovered  Jesus  to  be  '  the  end  of  the  law  for  right- 
eousness to  every  one  that  believeth,'  I  have  more  than  once  met 


with  a  poor  sinner  seeking  peace  at  the  foot  of  Sinai  instead  of 
Calvary ;  and  I  have  heard  him  now  and  again,  in  bitter  disap- 
pointment and  fear,  groaning  out:  'What  must  I  do?'  I  have 
said  to  him  :  'Do  !  do  !  what  can  you  do?  what  do  you  need  to 
do?'" 


i.     Nothing  ei  -  ther  great  or    small,    Nothing,  sin- ner,  no; 


*    -0- 
Je  -  sus  died  and  paid   it 


Jesus  died  and  paid  it    all,    All  the  debt  I     owe;    And    nothing,  ei  -  ther  great  or  small,  Re-mains  for  me     to     do. 
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\  When  He  from  His  lofty  throne 
Stooped  to  do  and  die, 
Everything  was  fully  done — 
"  "Tis  finished"  was  His  cry. — Chorus. 

3  Weary,  working,  plodding  one, 

Wherefore  toil  you  so  ? 
Cease  your  doing  ;  all  was  done 
Long,  long  ago. — Chorus. 

4  Till  to  Jesus'  work  you  cling, 

By  a  simple  faith, 
"  Doing  is  a  deadly  thing, 
Do*"\e  ends  in  death." — Chorus 


1/     *    V      V      ' 

5  Cast  your  deadly  doing  down, 
Down  at  Jesus'  feet ; 
Stand  in  Him,  in  Him  alone, 
Glorious  and  complete. — Chorus. 

EUi&ponsie  to  "3legtugs  pain  it  ML" 

The  following  hymn  was  first  sung  at  a 
large  union  meeting  of  children  and  youth  in 
Rochester,  N.  Y.,  Oct  4th,  1863.  We  copy 
it  with  the  accompanying  note  from  the 
Sunday  School  Times : — 

"  My  Dear  Young  Friends,— You  all 
remember  that  when  many  of  vou,   last 


Y~V 


spring,  were  anxious  to  know  what  yea 
should  do  to  be  saved,  we  used  to  love  tc 
sing  that  sweet  hymn,  '  Jesus  paid  it  all' 

I  rejoice  to  learn  that  so  many  of  yo\ 
still  give  pleasing  evidence  to  your  deai 
teachers  and  pastors,  that  you  did,  by  the 
help  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  '  cast  your  deadly 
doing  down  at  Jesus'  feet.'  Such  of  you  will, 
I  am  sure,  understand  and  join  heartily  in 
singing  the  following  verses,  which  I  have 
recently  composed  for  you.  May  the  Lord 
assist  each  of  you  who  trust  you  have  your 
sins  forgiven  for  Jesus'  sake  to  be  '  doing 
something  for  Him  all  the  way  to  heavea. 


ITS" 


**  With   much  love  and    m; 
your  affectionate  fnend, 
"  Vernon,  Ct.,  Sept.,  1863." 

1  I've  cast  my  deadly  doing  down, 

Down  at  Jesus'  feet ; 
(  stand  in  Hun,  in  Him  alone, 
Glorious  and  complete. 
Chorus. — Jesus  died  and  paid  it  all, 
All  to  Him  I  owe  ; 
And  something  either  great  or 
From  love  to  Him  I'll  da 

2  Now  to  Jesus'  work  111  cling, 

By  a  simple  taith, 
Doing  was  a  "  deadly  "  thing, 

It  would  have  been  my  death.  — Chorus. 

*  Legal  works  I've  given  o'er, 
Jesus  is  my  all  ; 
Sins  that  tasted  sweet  before 
Upon  my  senses  pall. — Chorus. 

i  "l'was  foi  me  that  Jesus  died, 
On  the  cruel  tree  ; 
There  He  bowed  His  thorn-clad  heaa, 
Oh,  what  agony  ! — Chorus. 

5    Twas  my  sins  that  nailed  Him  there. 
Mine  that  shed  His  blood. 
Mine  that  pierced  the  bleeding  side 
Of  the  Son  of  God. — Chorus. 

(S  Now  my  life  shall  all  be  given 
To  my  risen  Lord, 
Doing  all  the  way  to  heaven, 

Something  in  His  Word.  -  Chorus. 

"  J   lLoue  to  rcaD  the  13iblc." 

If  you,  my  little  friends,  could  see  this 
ooy's  letter,  with  its  wrong  spelling,  part  of 
which  he  has  printed,  you  would  think  it 
must  have  been  a  very  little  fellow  who 
spelt  out  these  words.  You  will  >ee  that 
this  boy  has  been  struck  by  another  hoy 
because  he  talked  to  lain  about  Jesus.  But 
the  Lord  has  helped  hun  to  light  upon  a 
sweet  verse  to  comfort  him.  He  came  to  a 
great  church  in  New  Jersey  one  day, 
where  were,  I  suppose,  fifteen  hundred 
children  and  many  grown  people.  The 
riav  before,  the  children  werr  i>ked  to  bring 
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in  some  verses  from  the  Bible,  which  they 
loved  most.  Many  of  them,  when  they 
took  their  pens  in  hand,  were  not  satisfied 
with  simply  writing  a  passage  of  Scripture, 
for  their  little  hearts  were  so  full  of  joy  that 
they  found  that  verse  in  Matt.  xii.  34  true  : 
"  Out  of  the  abundance  of  the  heart  the 
mouth  speaketh."  But  you  will  be  more 
interested  to  read  this  dear  boy's  letter  than 
with  any  words  of  mine.     So  here  it  is  : — 

"  The  first  day  i  went  i  did  not  have  an 
instrest  in  the  meetings  but  the  next  i  went 
I  did  not  fel  good  untill  I  asked  you  to  pray 
for  ine  And  as  soon  as  you  got  through  i 
went  right  straight  home  and  1  went  up 
stairs  and  asked  god  to  take  away  my 
stonny  heart  and  give  me  a  heart  ol  tteash 
And  the  next  morning  when  i  got  up  I 
Prayed  and  then  1  felt  real  happy  i  felt  as 
though  I  chould  sing  Jesus  is  mine  This  is 
the  verse  1  love  '  ye  have  heard  that  it  hath 
been  said  Thou  shall  love  thy  neighbour 
and  hate  thine  enemies  But  i  say  unto  you 
love  your  enemies  Bless  them  that  curse 
you  ana  pray  for  them  that  despitefully 
yous  you  and  do  good  to  them  that  hate 
you'  I  love  to  read  the  bible  which  i  did 
not  yourse  to  the  more  i  read  the  bible  the 
more  i  love  to  read  it  i  love  my  enemies 
now — the  other  day  i  whas  talking  to  a  boy 
about  Jesus  and  he  smaked  me  in  the  face 
for  it  but  i  said  to  myself  that  he  would  be. 
»orry  for  it  at  the  Judgement  when  god 
would  ask  him  what  he  done  that  for  how  can 
he  answer  and  then  would  say  get  the  away 
thou  cursed  i  ncvei  new  you  BLESSED. 
Are  They  Which  Are  Perseci'Ted 
FoR  KighTEousNEss  Sacks  Forb 
1  Heirs  Is  ThE  Kingdom  OF  Heaven." 

So  you  see  how  this  boy  learned  to 
love  the  Bible.  He  was  oncf-  blind  to 
all  its  beauties,  but  after  he  had  prayed 
and  asked  God  for  a  "new  heait,"  then 
with  the  new  heart  came  a  new  light 
upon  the  "  Guide-book,"  which  God  has 
given  us  to  point  the  way  to  heaven.  And 
if  you,  my  little  reader,  wish  really  to  love 
the  Bible  and  the  Sabbath  School,  you 
mi'sf  ge»  this  new  heart  too.     When  I  was 
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in  Scotland  and  Italy,  I  used  to  get  long 

letters  from  my  dear  mother.    But  what  11" 

I  had  scarcely  read  them— had  left  them 

in   my  trunk  for  a  long  time — would  that 

mother  have  believed  me,  if  I  had  written 

home  that  my  heart  was  full  of  love  to  her  ? 

No,  no — she  would    have   known   better. 

And  if  you  say  that  you  love  God,  and  yet 

don't  love  to  read  the  precious  letter  which 

He  has  so  kindly  written  to  you,  will  He  or 

your  friends  believe  you?  Oh  no  !  If  you 

do  uot  love  the    HiUe,   you   must   ask   Oo»l 

for  a  new  heart,  and  then  you  will  love  not 

I     only    the    Bible,    but    you  will    find    it   as 

■     a  little   girl   in  Bath,  in  Maine,   who  had 

I    just  become  a  Christian,  once  said  to   me 

j     "  All  pull  about  Jesus."    Will  yen  not 

I     then,  "just  now"  offer  this  little  prayer  ' 

"  O  Lord,  show  me  what  a  sinner  I  liavr 
j  been  not  to  love  the  precious  Bible  Pleas-- 
I  to  give  me  a  new  heart,  so  that  I  shall  love 
to  read  in  the  Bible  all  about  how  Jesus 
suffered  on  the  cross  for  me — how  the  cruel 
nails  were  driven  through  His  hands  and 
feet  for  my  sake.  May  I  see  what  my 
wicked  sins  have  done,  and  may  I  hate  them. 
<  )h,  help  me,  as  I  read  in  God  s  Book  about 
the  loving  Jesus,  to  believe  in  Him  and  b* 
saved.  Hear  this,  my  prayer,  for  Christ1  * 
sake.     Amen." 

1  Now  the  book  I  love  to  read 
That  speaks  of  Jesus'  love. 
There  I  find  that  He  indeed 
For  me  has  shed  His  Mood. 

Chorus. — Now  the  Bible  tells  to  me 
All  I  need  to  know, 
Of  Jesus' suffering  on  the  tree 
ror  me,  so  long  ago. 

a    *  Full  of  Jesus  "  every  page- 
Blessed,  blessed  Book ! 
Joy  it  brings  to  youth  and  age. 

Who  for  its  treasures  look.     Cho*  ?.,. 

3  In  this  blessed,  precious  mine. 
Is  the  pearl  of  greatest  wortti 
Seek  for  it,  and  you  will  find 
The  richest  prize  on  earth.    -Choru*. 
E.  P.  K. 
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44  3Pfce  2Doiu  it— SDotu  it  jPoto." 


In  a  children's  meeting,  m  >ew  Jersey  where  many  were 
seeking  the  forgiveness  of  their  sins,  was  a  little  girl  weeping  as 
though  her  heart  would  break.  We  tried  to  soothe  her  by  telling 
her  how  Jesus  had  died  to  save  sinners  like  her,  and  that  if  she 
would  give  herself  to  Him  He  would  receive  her  and  wash  away 
her  sins;  but  her  only  answer  was:  "I  can't,  I  can't.  It  is 
■*o  hard,"  Her  little  heart  seemed  very  stubborn.  She  went 
full  of  sorrow.     Next  day  she  pressed  her  way  through 


a  crowd  of  cnildren,  and  seizing  me  by  the  hand, 
beaming  with  joy,  said  :  "  I've  done  it,  I've  done  it" 
that  youve  done? 


Ah  a  fact 

What  is  it 
asked.      "  Why,"   said  she,  "  I  just  gave 
myself  right  up  to  Jesus,  and  He  took  away  my  stubborn  heart; 
and  now  I   love  Him."      You  will,  perhaps,  like  to  sing  these 
simple  lines,  which  I  have  written  about  the  way  this  little  am 


to  the  Saviour. 
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i.        A       joy  -   ous        lit    -    tie       girl.  With       sun  •  shine      on       her     brow,     While    pres  -  sing  through     a 

a.  "What    ist     you've  done?"    I      asked,  When    quick    was      her       re   -  ply:      "I        gave       my  •  self    right 
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crowd,      ea  -claimed :    "  I've      done  it—     done  it  now ;      I've       done       it—  done       it 

up  to       Christ,     Who        on  the       cross        did         die,       Who         on       the     cross      did 
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)  "My  wicked,  stubborn  heart 
He's  taken  all  away  ; 
And  now  I  love  my  dearest  Lord, 
Mv  hopes  ob  Hun  I  stav," 


4  Dear  happy  httie  one, 
The  angels  will  rejoice 
To  see  thee  trusting  God's  dear  Son, 
And  listening  •«•  His  voice 


5  Will  you,  my  little  Mend, 
Go  do  the  same  to-day  t 
Oh,  flee  at  once  to  Jesus'  a 
There's  danger  in  delay. 


LP.  H. 
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£>tar  of  (Eternal  2Dap, 
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i.  Star    of     e    -    ter  -  nal    day,  Cloud-less  and    bright,        Guide   of     the       pil-grim's   way,  Ban    ish    my     night ; 
C  Oh,  how    I      long    for  Thee,    Spir-it      Di    -  vine;         What    is      the    world    to     me?   Je  -  sus      is       mine. 


Star    of     e    -    ter 
D.C  Oh,  how    I      long 


S»P 


nal    day,  Cloud-less  and 
for  Thee,    Spir  -  it      Di 
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Come,  Thou  ce    -    les  -  tial  Dove,  Dwell  in     my      heart!      Source  of     im    -  mor  -  tal    love,     Ne  -  ver    de    -     part. 


t  Over  the  rolling  wave, 

Cheerless  and  dark, 
Thou  who  hast  power  to  save, 

Steer  Thou  my  bark  : 
What  though  the  storm  be  heard 

Far  o'er  the  deep  ; 
Lord,  'tis  Thy  gentle  word 

Lulls  it  to  sleep. 
Help  me  to  trust  in  Thee, 

Spirit  Divine  ! 
Earth  has  no  joy  for  me, 

Jesus  is  mine. 


%  When  shall  my  wanderings  cease  ? 

When  shall  I  rest 
Safe  in  the  port  of  peace, 

Happy  and  blest  ? 
There  from  Thy  dear  embrace 

Severed  no  more, 
Lord,  I  shall  see  Thy  face, 

Praise  and  adore. 


Oh,  I  would  fly  to  Thee, 

Spirit  Divine  1 
Earth  has  no  tie  for  me, 

Jesus  is  mine.  C. 

Come,  Ijeabpslauen  SDne. 

i  Come,  heavy-laden  one, 

Sighing  for  rest ; 

Come,  as  a  weary  bird 

Flies  to  her  nest 
"  Now  "  the  accepted  time, 

"  Now  "  is  the  day  ; 
Come  to  the  mercy-seat, 
Why  wilt  Thou  stay  ? 
Chorus. — Hark  !  'tis  thy  Saviour's  voice 
Calling  to  thee  : 
"  Come,  heavy-laden  one, 
Come  unto  Me." 

2  Come  like  the  prodigal, 
He  will  receive ; 
He  will  forgive  thee  aU. 
Only  belie  v*. 


Joy  to  the  mourning  heart 

He  will  restore  ; 
Turn  from  the  path  of  sin, 
Wander  no  more. 
Chorus. — Hark  !  'tis  thy  Saviour's 
Calling  to  thee : 
"  Come,  heavy-laden  o» 
Come  unto  Me." 


3  Linger  not,  linger  not, 
Work  while  'tis  day  ; 
Come,  ere  the  shades  of  night 

Close  on  thy  way. 
Life  is  a  fleeting  dream, 

Soon  'twill  be  o'er ; 
Turn  from  its  fading  joys, 
Wander  no  more. 
Chorus.— Hark  !  'tis  thy  Saviour's 
Calling  to  thee  : 
"  Come,  heavy-laden  OM. 
Come  unto  Me." 


V 
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Hilt  for  a  Hook. 


LOOK    UNTO   HIM    AND   BK  SAVED. 


<mmm^m 


f  There    is       life    for     a     look     at    the     Cm    •  ci-fied  One,  There    is      life        at    this    mo  -  ment   for    thee :  ^ 
'  \       Then       look,  sin-ner,  look    un  -  to     Him    and  be  saved,   Un  -  to    Him     who  was  nailed     to     the    tree;  \ 


^ ^ ^ c 


look       un  -  to   Him,     Un  -  to      Him 

* L- « *  - 
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a  Oh,  why  was  He  there  as  the  Bearer  of  sin, 
If  on  Jesus  thy  sins  were  not  laid  ? 
Oh,  why  from  His  side  flowed  the  sin-cleansing  blood, 
If  His  dying  thy  debt  has  not  paid  ? 

ft  is  not  thy  tears  of  repentance  or  prayers, 
But  the  blood,  that  atones  for  the  soul ; 
n  Him,  then,  who  shed  it  thou  mayest  at  once 
Thy  weight  of  iniquities  roll. 

<Ve  are  healed  by  His  stripes  ; — wouldst  thou  add  to  the  Word  ? 

And  He  is  our  righteousness  made  ; 
Hie  best  robe  of  heaven  He  bids  thee  put  on  : 

Oh.  couldst  thou  be  better  arraved  ? 


5  Then  doubt  not  thy  welcome,  since  Christ  has  declared. 

There  remaineth  no  more  to  be  done  ; 
That  once  in  the  end  of  the  world  He  appeared, 
And  completed  the  work  He  begun. 

6  But  take,  with  rejoicing,  from  Jesus  at  once 

The  life  everlasting  He  gives  ; 
And  know,  with  assurance,  thou  never  canst  die, 
Since  Jesus,  thy  righteousness,  lives. 

7  There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  Crucified  One 

There  is  life  at  this  moment  for  thee : 
Then  look,  sinner,  look  unto  Him,  and  be  saved. 
And  know  thyself  spotless  as  He. 
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j  First  His  Holy  Spirit  sought  me, 
In  the  dark  and  cloudy  day  : 
Soon  His  grace  and  mercy  taught  me 
In  His  Word  to  seek  the  way. 
Chorus. — I  love  Jesus,  &c 

*  Faint  and  weary  then  He  brought  me 
To  the  fountain  of  His  love, 
Showed  me  how  His  blood  had  bought  me, 
Sealed  my  pardon  from  above. 
Chorus. — I  love  Jesus,  &c. 

4  Sight  He  gave  me  in  my  blindness, 

For  the  better  land  to  start. 
And  His  tender  lovingkindness 
Overcame  and  won  my  heart. 
Chorus. — I  love  Jesus,  &c, 

5  Through  the  wilderness  He  led  me, 

Strength  in  weakness  He  bestowed, 
With  the  bread  of  life  He  fed  me, 
Streams  of  living  water  flowed. 
Chorus.— I  love  Jesus,  &c 


Is  the  journey  still  before  me, 
Desert  lands  where  drought  abides? 

Heavenly  streams  shall  still  restore  me, 
Fresh  from  God's  unfailing  tides. 
Chorus. — I  love  Jesus,  &c 


7  Soon  to  Jordan's  swelling  river, 
Like  a  pilgrim,  I  shall  come, 
Then  to  be  with  Christ  for  ever, 
I'll  g<3,  singing,  Glory,  home. 
Chorus. — I  love  Jesus,  &c 


CtittjSttan*,  3!  am  on  mv  Source? . 

i  Christians,  I  am  on  my  journey  ; 
Ere  I  reach  the  narrow  sea, 
I  would  tell  the  wondrous  story, 
What  the  Lord  has  done  for  me. 


Chorus. — Glory,  glory,  hallelujah  ! 

Tho'  a  stranger,  here  I  roam  ; 
I  am  on  my  way  to  Zion, 
I'm  a  pilgrim  going  home. 

•  I  was  lost,  but  Jesus  found  me, 

Taught  my  heart  to  seek  His  face 
From  a  wild  and  lonely  desert 
Brought  me  to  His  fold  of  grace 
Chorus. — Glory,  glory,  &c 

3  Now  my  soul,  with  rapture  glowing. 

Sings  aloud  His  pardoning  love, 
Looks  beyond  a  world  of  sorrow 
To  the  pilgrim's  home  above. 
Chorus. — Glory,  glory,  &c 

4  I  shall  yet  behold  my  Saviour 

When  the  day  of  life  is  o'er. 
I  shall  cast  my  crown  before  Him, 
I  shall  praise  Him  evermore. 
Choru*.— Glory,  glorv.  &r 
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*  With  mercy  and  with  judgment 

My  web  of  time  He  wove, 
And  aye  the  dews  of  sorrow 

Were  lustred  with  His  love. 
1 11  bless  the  hand  that  guided, 

I'll  bless  the  heart  that  planned, 
When  throned  where  glory  dwelleth, 

In  Immanuel's  land. 


3  Oh,  I  am  my  Beloved's, 

And  my  Beloved's  mine ; 
He  wins  a  poor  vile  sinner, 

By  His  own  love  divine. 
I  stand  upon  His  merit ; 

I  know  no  other  btand, 
Not  e'en  where  glory  dwelleth. 

In  Immanu»l's  land. 


4  The  bride  eyes  not  hci  garment, 

But  her  dear  bridegroom's  face  : 
I  will  not  gaze  on  glory, 

But  on  my  King  of  Grace. 
Not  on  the  crown  He  giveth 

But  on  His  pierce\l  hanr> ; 
The  Lamb  is  all  the  glory 

Of  Immanuel's  land. 
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i.  No  thing  on  earth    is    to     me    half  so  dear,      Dear    as    the   croei.   -Ljear  as  the  cross;     No  tune  so 
a.  Mao  was  re-deem  - ed, and   life    was  pro-cured,    Here    at     the  cross,  Here  at  the  cross;  Grace  was  im 
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Here     at  the    cross,  at    the     cross. 
Here     at  the    cross,  at    the     cross. 


sal  -  va  -  tion 
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Here    the     Re-deem 
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ion,  for  -  give  -  ness,  and    rest : 
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Here   all  are  beckoned  to    has-  ten  to   rest 


Here  we  are  saf-est,  and  hap-piest,  and  best,    Here  at  the  cross,  at  the  cross. 
Here  "It    is    finished!"  ex  •  ult-  ing-ly  cried.     Here  the  Of-fend-ed  ap -prov  -  ing- ly  smiled,  Here  at  the  cross,  at  the  cross. 
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Here  I  discovered  my  sins  were  forgiven, 

Here  at  the  cross  : 
Here  I  obtained  a  sweet  title  to  heaven, 

Here  at  the  cross. 
Here  I'm  refreshed,  as  right  onward  I  go  ! 
Here  every  blessing  experienced  I  owe  ! 
Here  I  can  smile  both  in  sorrow  and  woe, 

Here  at  the  cross 


Self-righteous  men  in   their  works  vainly 
Give  me  the  cross :  [trust, 

Structures  like  these  will  soon  crumble  to 
Not  so  the  cross.  [dust- 

Merit  disclaiming— this  anchor's  my  stay, 
Here  I'll  remain,  and  beneath  it  I'll  pray  ; 
Of  it  I'll  sing  for  ever  and  aye, 
Sing  of  the  cross. 


Here  to  the  world  I  'll  incessantly  cry, 

Cry  from  the  cross  : 
Here  at  its  base  I  will  lay  me  and  die 

Die  'neath  the  cross. 
This  shall  illumine  the  dark,  lonely  grave 
Bear  me  while  crossing  the  deep  chilly  wave 
Land  me  safe  o'er  with  the  free  and  the  brave 

Safe  through  the  cross. 
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With  eyes  of  faith  e'en  now  I  see 
The  joyful  cherubs  clap  their  wings ; 

With  songs  of  holy  ecstacy, 
They're   sounding   grace  on  all  their 
strings. 

But  One  I  see  amid  the  throng, 

His  head  with  radiant  glory  crowned ; 

He  is  the  object  of  their  song, 
His   praises  through  high  heaven  re- 
sound. 

Soon  shall  1  join  the  heavenly  choir, 
Where  sits  my  Savio  ir  on  the  throne  ; 

With  saints  and  angels  iirike  my  lyre, 
In  praising  Him  wh  *>e  blood  atoned. 
E.  P  H. 


CHttljtn  tlje  (LUil  tottTj  Jejju*. 

1  Before  the  throne  of  God  above 

I  have  a  strong,  a  perfect  plea ; 
A  great  High  Priest,  whose  name  is  Love, 
Who  ever  stands  and  pleads  for  me, 

2  My  name  is  graven  on  His  hands, 

My  name  is  written  on  His  heart ; 
I  know  that  while  in  heaven  He  stands, 
No  tongue  can  bid  me  thence  depart. 

3  When  Satan  tempts  me  to  despair, 

And  tells  me  of"  the  guilt  within, 

Upward  I  look,  and  see  Him  there, 

Who  made  an  end  of  all  mv  sin 


4  Because  the  sinless  Saviour  died 
My  sinful  soul  is  counted  free  ; 
For  God,  the  Just,  is  satisfied 
To  look  on  Him,  and  pardon  me. 


5  Behold  Him  there !  the  bleeding  Lamb  ' 
My  perfect,  spotless  Righteousness, 
The  great  unchangeable      I  AM," 
The  King  of  glory  and  of  grace 


6  One  with  Himself,  I  cannot  die, 

My  soul  is  purchased  by  His  blood  . 
My  life  is  hid  with  Christ  on  high. 
With  Christ,  mv  Saviour  and  mv  C»orf 
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5  Guilty  and  worthless  as  I  am, 

It  all  for  me  was  given  ; 
And  boldness  through  His  blood  I  have 
To  enter  into  heaven. 

6  Thither,  in  my  great  Surety's  right, 

I  surely  shall  be  brought  • 
He  could  not  agonize  in  vain. 
Nor  spend  His  strength  foi  nought 

7  The  Father's  everlasting  love, 

And  Jesus'  precious  blood, 
Shall  be  our  endless  theme  of  praise. 
In  yonder  blest  abode. 

3    I   patience  let  us  then  posses* 
Our    souls  till  He  appear  : 
Our  Head  already  is  in  heave  . 
And  we    shall  soon  be  there. 


2  No  fears  of  death  alarm  me  now, 

Christ  is  my  Righteousness ; 
His  name  is  written  on  my  brow, 
His  is  my  glorious  dress. 

3  He'll  give  me  wings  to  fly  away 

To  mansions  bright  above  ; 
There  I  shall  sing,  through  endless  day, 
The  glories  of  His  love. 

*   Bright  pleasures  now  for  evermore 

Shall  fill  my  soul  with  joy  ; 
*'  Approved  in  Christ !"  what  ask  I  more? 

Let  praise  be  my  employ  !     E.  P.  H. 

Cleansing  in  rfie  15IooD  of  3!e$u0. 

t  O  precious  blond  !  O  glorious  death  ! 
By  which  the  sinner  lives  ; 
When  stung  with  sin,  this  blood  we  view. 
And  all  our  joy  revives. 


a  The  blood  that  purchased  our  release, 
And  washes  out  our  stains, 
We  challenge  earth  and  hell  to  show 
A  sin  it  cannot  cleanse. 


3  Our  scarlet  crimes  are  made  as  wool, 
And  we  brought  nigh  to  God — 
Thanks  to  that  wrath-appeasing  death, 
That  heaven-procuring  blood, — 


4  The  blood  that  makes  His  glorious  chu 
From  every  blemish  free  ; 
And — oh,  the  riches  of  HL«  love  '— 
He  poured  it  out  for  me 
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3  It  is  the  Father's  joy  to  bless : 
His  love  provides  for  me  a  dress— 
A  robe  of  spotless  righteousness, 
O  Lamb  of  God.  in  Thee  ! 


4  Now  *hall  my  famished  soul  be  fed, 
A  feast  of  love  for  me  is  spread  ; 
I  feed  upon  the  children's  bread, 
< )  Lamb  of  God.  in  Thee  ! 


5  Yea,  ra  the  fulness  of  His  grace, 
He  puts  me  in  the  children's  place, 
Where  I  may  gaze  upon  His  face, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee  ! 


6  I  cannot  half  His  love  express  ; 
Yet,  Lord,  with  joy  my  lips  confess, 
This  blessed  portion  I  possess, 

O  Lamb  of  God.  in  Thee  f 


1  It  is  Thy  precious  name  I  bear, 
It  is  Thy  spotless  robe  I  wear, 
Therefore  the  Father's  love  I  share. 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee  ! 


8  And  when  I  in  Thy  likeness  shine, 
The  glory  and  the  praise  be  Thine. 
That  everlasting  praise  is  mine, 
O  l.ambofGod  inTbe<-  • 
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For   you      must     be      a      lov  •  er      of     the 
For   you      must     be      a      lov  -  er      of     the 


Lord, 
Lord, 


For  you       must   be    a    lov  -  er    of    the       Lord,  \ 
Or    you       can't  go   to  heaven  when  you       die.    f 


HJTg: 


3  Return,  O  wanderer,  to  thy  home, 
'Tis  madness  to  delay ; 
There  are  no  pardons  in  the  tomb, 
And  brief  is  mercy's  day. 

Chorus. — For  you  must,  &c 

"£et  €l)cre  10  &oom." 

Yb  *vretched,  hungry,  starving  poor, 

Behold  a  royal  feast ; 
Where  mercy  spreads  her  bounteous  store. 

For  every  humble  guest 

Charm.— For  vou  must.  &c 


3  There  Je.-us  stands  with  open  arms  ; 
He  calls — He  bids  you  come  : 
Though  guilt  restrains,  and  fear  alarms. 
Behold,  there  yet  is  room. 

Chorus.  —  For  you  must,  &c 


3  Oh,  come,  and  with  His  children  taste 
The  blessings  of  His  love  ; 
While  hope  expects  the  sweet  repast 
Of  sweeter  joys  above. 

Chorus. —  For  yo»«  -mst,  &c 
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4  There  with  united  heart  and  voice. 
Before  th*  eternal  throne. 
Ten  thousand  thousand  scads  rejoice. 
In  songs  on  earth  unknown. 

Chorus. — For  you  must.  &c 


5  And  yet  ten  thousand  thousand  more 
Are  welcome  still  to  come  ! 
Ye  longing  souls,  the  grace  adore, 
And  enter  while  there's  room. 

Chorus.— For  you  must,  &c 
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rn.MJSS  OF  SALVATION. 


a  Bright  within  us  streams  the  light 

Of  the  Gospel's  beacon  star, 
And  its  genial  rays  dispel  our  darker  mood. 
For  it  guides  us  o'er  the  main 
To  redemption's  port  afar, 
Pouring  ever  in  our  hearts  ethereal  food  —Chorus. 
3  1  hey  whose  thoughts  astray  are  led 

By  the  craft  of  Satan's  arts, 
Ler  thai  bounteous  star  reclaim  to  truth  and  love  ; 
I  .ei  its  holy  sheen  induce 
Jesus'  Spirit  in  their  hearts, 
And  their  souls  thereby  redeem  for  God  above.— Chorus. 

C.  S.  F. 
%mg,  ~>nia;,  %uig. 

?  In  the  house  of  God  thi*  hour, 

We  are  thinking,  Lord,  of  Thee, 
How  Thou  for  u .  all  hast  died  upon  the  cross  : 
And  our  hearts  are  filled  with  joy. 
For  we  know  that  we  are  free, 
Since  in  Thee  we  trust,  and  count  past  gain  but  loss. 
Chcrus.—  Sing,  sing,  sing,  the  Saviour's  triumphed  !  [so  that] 
We'll  rejoice  and  dry  our  tears, 
He  has  washed  our  sins  away; 
All  our  hopes  upon  Him  stay, 
Bv  His  death  for  us  Hje'si  silenced  all  our  fear* 


In  the  battle  front  we'll  stand, 

Then  defying  Satan's  rage. 
For  our  strength  is  now  in  Christ  for  evermore  : 

And  the  hosts  of  darkness,  they 

Shall  be  driven  back  dismayed, 
And  we'll  shout  the  cry  of  "  Victory !"  o'er  and  o'er.— Chorus, 

Sinners,  who  are  out  of  Christ, 

Oh  say,  why  will  you  delay, 
When  to  you  is  offered  richest  joy  and  bliss? 

Well  we  know  that  you  for  aye 

Will  thank  God  and  bless  the  day, 
If  you  only  will  accept  Christ's  righteousness. — Chorus 

Jesus  is  your  lo\  ing  Friend, 

And  He  want>  to  save  you  now, — 
'Twas  for  you  that  He  so  kindly  bled  and  dird- 

Oh  then,  think  of  all  His  groans, 

Of  His  pierced,  thorn-clad  brow. 
When  He  died  that  justice  might  be  satisfied.  —  Ctun-uz 

Only  trust  in  Him  "just  now," 

And  He'll  surely  you  forgive, 
And  our  joyous  chorus  then  with  us  you'll  sing. 

You  will  also  taste  the  joys, 

Which  our  Lord  doth  ever  give 
I  o  the  soul  that  unto  Him  doth  always  cling. — L/Umi*. 
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t  I  love  Thee,  because  Thou  hast  first  loved  me, 
And  purchased  my  pardon  on  Calvary's  tree  ; 
I  love  Thee  for  wearing  the  thorns  on  Thy  brow, 
If  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 


3  111  love  Thee  in  life,  and  I'll  love  Thee  in  death, 
And  praise  Thee  as  long  as  Thou  lendest  me  breath 
And  say,  when  the  death-dew  lies  cold  on  my  brow, 
"  If  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  J«eua.  'tis  now." 


4  In  mansions  ofglory  and  endless  delight, 
111  ever  adore  Thee  in  yon  heaven  of  Tight, 
I'll  sing  with  the  glittering  crown  on  my  brow, 
"  If  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now." 

"  Motoau  Ztitiktna. ' 

(  The  Watchword  of  the  Reformtrt.i 
x  I  once  was  a  stranger  to  grace  and  to  God, 
I  knew  not  my  danger  and  felt  not  my  load  ; 
a-,  ''gh  friends  spoke  in  rapture  of  Christ  on  the 
"  Jehovah  Tsidkenu"  was  uothine  to  me 


HYMNS  OF  SALVATION. 


J  like  tears  from  the  daughters  of  Zion  that  roll, 
I  wept  when  the  waters  went  over  His  som  . 
Yet  thought  not  that  my  sins  had  nailed  to  the  tree 
"  Jehovah  Tsidkenu  "  ; — 'twas  nothing  to  me. 

3  When  free  grace  awoke  me  by  light  from  on  high, 
Then  legal  fears  shook  me,  I  trembled  to  die  . 
No  refuge  nor  safety  in  self  could  I  see — 
"  Jehovah  Tsidkenu  "  my  Saviour  must  be. 
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4  My  terrors  all  vanished  before  the  sweet  Name, 
My  guilty  fears  banished,  with  boldness  I  came 
To  drink  at  the  Fountain,  life-giving  and  free  ; 
"Jehovah  Tsidkenu"  is  all  things  to  me! 

5  When  treading  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death. 
This  watchword  shall  rally  my  faltering  breath  , 
And  when  from  life's  fever  my  God  sets  me  free, 
"  Jehovah  Tsidkenu  "  my  death-song  shall  be. 

MChbyn*- 


loptuilp,  Hoptuiip,  ontoaru  3  i^otoe* 


Rev.  A.  I).  Mekrill. 
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(      Joyfully,    joy-ful-ly,     on-ward  I    move,     Bound  for  the  land   of  bright  spi-rits    a-bove;    >     J  Soon,  with  my  pilgrim: 
l'      \      An-ge-lic    cho-ris-ters  sing  as   I    come,     "Joy-ful-ly,  joy- ful  -  ly,    haste  to   thyhome!"|    (  Home  to   that  land  of  de  - 
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Soon,  with  my  pilgrimage 
Home  to 
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•  Friends  fondly  cherished  have  passed  on  before ; 
Waiting,  they  watch  me  approaching  that  shore  ; 
Singing,  to  cheer  me  through  death's  chilling  gloom, 
"Joyfully,  joyfully,  haste  to  thy  home !" 
Sounds  of  sweet  melody  fall  on  my  ear ; 
Harps  of  the  blessfed,  your  voices  I  hear  ! 
Rings  with  the  harmony  heaven's  high  dome, 
"  Joyfully,  joyfully,  haste  to  thy  home  " 
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-    ther  He   went,  or  whence  He  came ;  Yet    there  was  something     in   His  eye,  That  won   my      love,    I       knew  not    why. 


»  Once  when  my  scanty  meal  was  spread, 
He  entered  ;  not  a  word  He  spake  : 
f  11st  perishing  for  want  of  bread, 

1  gave  Him  all.    He  blessed  it,  br»V-e, 
And  ate,  but  gave  me  part  agiin  ; 
Mine  was  an  angel's  portion  then  : 
A'H  while  I  fed  with  eager  haste, 
The  cnut  was  manna  to  my  taite 


3  I  spied  Him  where  a  fountain  burst  [gone, 
Clear  from  the  rock  :    His  strength  was 
The  heedless  water  mocked  His  thirst ; 

He  heard  it,  saw  it  hurrying  on. 
I  ran  and  raised  the  sufferer  up  ;     [cup ; 
Thrice  from  the  stream  He  drained  my 
Dipped,  and  returned  it  running  o'er  : 
I  drank,  and  never  thirsted  more. 


4  Twas  night — the  floods  were  out :  it  blew 
A  wintry  hurricane  aloof; 
I  heard  His  voice  abroad,  and  flew 
To  bid  Him  welcome  to  my  roof. 
I  warmed,  1  clothed:  I  cheered  mv  guest, 
And  laid  Him  on  my  couch  to  rest; 
Then  made  the  earth  my  bed,  and  seemed 
In  Eden's  garden  while  I  dreamed. 
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1  And  now  their  hearts  are  filled  with  joy, 
G'ory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb! 
In  Jesus'  work  they  find  employ, 
riailehijah  to  the  Lamb! 

— Chorus. 


4  They  love  to  tell  to  all  around, 

Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb! 
What  a  dear  Saviour  they  have  found, 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb! 

— Chorus. 


5  I  hear  them  sing,   "  I  am  forgiven, 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb! 
I  trust  in  Christ,  'the  way'  to  heaven. 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb!" — Cluyr%j 
E    ?     4 
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1.  I    was  a  wandering  sheep,    I     did   not  love  the     fold;   I     didnotlovemy  Shepherd's  voice,  I  would  not  be   con  •  trolled. 


I      was  a   wayward    child, 


did  not  love  my    home  ;  I      didnotlovemy    Fa-ther*s  voice,  I    loved  a- far    to      roam, 
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The  Shepherd  sought  His  sheep, 

The  Father  sought  His  child  ; 
They  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 

O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild. 
They  found  me  nigh  to  death, 

Famished,  and  faint,  and  lone  ; 
ITiey  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love, 

T'sey  saved  the  wandering  one. 


3  Je?us  my  Shepherd  is  ; 

'Twas  He  that  loved  my  soul  ; 
'Twas  He  that  washed  me  in  His  blood, 

Twas  He  that  made  me  whole. 
'Twas  He  that  sought  the  lost, 

That  found  the  wandering  sheep ; 
T* as  He  that  brought  me  to  the  fold, 
Tis  He  that  still  doth  keep. 


4  No  Jcore  a  wandering  sheep, 

I  luve  to  be  controlled  ; 
I  love  my  tender  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  love  the  peaceful  fold. 
No  more  a  wayward  child, 

I  seek  no  more  to  roam  ; 
I  love  mv  heavenly  Father's  voice, 

I  love.  I  Iclve  His  home        H   Bona* 
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3  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 

Who  bas  borne  all  our  sins,  and  has  cleansed  every  stain. 
Chorus.— Hallelujah,  &c. 

4  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  God  of  all  grace, 

Who  has  bought  us.  and  sought  us,  and  guided  our  ways. 
Chorus.— Halleluiah.  &c. 


5  Revive  us  again  ;  fill  each  heart  with  Thy  love ; 
May  each  soul  be  rekindled  with  fire  from  above. 

Chorus.— Hallelujah,  &c. 

6  Revive  us  again ;  rouse  the  dead  from  their  tomb ; 
Mav  they  now  come  to  Jesus,  while  yet  there  is  room. 

Chorus.  —  Halleluiah,  ic 
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Cljrigt  our  Sacrifice* 


Rev.  J.  W.  Dadmuw. 
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i.  Not      all    the  blood  of  beasts,On    Jew-ish  altars  slain,  Could   give  the  guil-ty  conscience  peace,  Or  wash  a  •  way  my  stain. 
2.  But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb,  Takes  all  our  sins  a  -  way;      A       sac  •  ri  -  fice   of     no  -  bier  name,  And  rich-er  blood  than  the  v 
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glad  sal  -  va-tion's  free,  I'm    glad  sal- va-tion's  free ;    Sal  -  va-tion's  free  for    you   and    me,  I'm    glad  sal-  va-tion's  free 


3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  Thine. 
While,  like  a  penitent,  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin. — Chorus, 

My  soul  looks  back  to  see 
The  burden  Thou  didst  bear, 

When  hanging  on  the  accursed  tree, 
And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there.— Chorus. 

Believing,  we  rejoice 

To  see  the  curse  remove  ; 
We  bless  the  Lamb,  with  cheerful  voice, 

And  sinjj  Hi«  bWding  love.  —Chorus. 


31mmanuer0  Hanu. 

i  Come  ye  who  love  the  Lord, 
And  let  your  joys  be  known  ; 
Join  in  a  song  of  sweet  accord, 

And  thus  surround  the  throne. — Chorus. 

a  The  sorrows  of  the  mind 

Be  banished  from  this  place  ; 
Religion  never  was  designed 
To  make  our  pleasures  less. — Chorus. 

3  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 

Who  never  knew  our  God  ; 
But  children  of  the  Heavenly  King 
Should  speak  their  joys  abroad.  -  Chorus 


4  The  men  of  grace  have  found 

Glory  begun  below  ; 
Celestial  fruits  on  earthly  grouud, 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow.  Cho-  „ 

5  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets, 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields, 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets. — Chorus. 

6  Then  let  our  songs  abound, 

And  every  tear  be  dry : 
We're    marching    through     Immanueft 
ground, 
To  fairet  worlds  on  high  —Cltoru* 
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Go    to  that  beau-ti  -  ful       land  with  me?    Will  you    go?   Will  you    go?       Go     to    that  beau-ti  -  ful 
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[Tat  beautiful  land,  the  City  of  Light, 
It  ne'er  has  known  the  shades  of  night 
Hie  glory  of  God,  the  light  of  day, 
Hath  driven  the  darkness  far  away. 
Chorus  —Will  you  eo?  &c 


3  In  vision  I  see  its  streets  of  gold  ; 
Its  beautiful  gates  I  too  behold,— 
The  river  of  life,  the  crystal  sea, 
The  ambrosial  fruit  of  life's  fair  tree. 
Chorus.—  Will  you  eo?  &c 


4  The  heavenly  throng  anayed  in  white. 
In  rapture  range  the  plains  of  light  ; 
And  in  one  harmonious  choir  they  prais* 
Their  glorious  Saviour's  matchless  grae< 
Chorus.  —  Will  you  go?  &c. 
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1.  Ho  !  reap-ers   of  life's  har-vest.  Why  stand  with  rust  -ed  biade,  Un  -  til  the  night  draws  round  ye,  And  day  be -gins  to   fad*! 
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Why  stand  ye    i  -  die,  wait-  ing    For   reap-ers  more    to   come?  The  gold  -en  morn  is       pas-sing,  Why  sit       ye 
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die,  dumb? 


2    Thrust  in  your  sharpened  sickle. 

And  gather  in  the  grain  ; 
The  night  is  fast  approaching, 

And  soon  will  come  again. 
The  Master  calls  for  reapers, 

And  shall  He  call  in  vain? 
Shall  sheaves  lie  there  ungathered, 

And  waste  upon  the  plain  ? 


1  Come  down  from  hill  and  mountain 

In  morning's  ruddy  glow, 
Nor  wait  until  the  dial 

Points  to  the  noon  below  : 
And  come  with  the  strong  sinew. 

Nor  faint  in  heat  or  cold, 
Aiid  paii'-e  m>t  till  the  evening 

Drjw>  round  its  wealth  of  cold 


4  Mount  up  the  heights  of  wisdom. 

And  crush  each  error  low  ; 
Keep  back  no  words  of  knowledge 

That  human  hearts  should  know 
Be  faithful  to  thy  mission, 

In  service  to  thy  Lord ; 
And  then  a  golden  chaplet 

Shall  be  thy  just  reward. 

@o  Chott  in  Htfc's  Q9ormno;. 

1  Go  thou  in  life's  fair  morning — 

Go  in  the  bloom  of  youth  ; 
And  buy,  for  thy  adorning, 

The  precious  pearl  of  Truth. 
Secure  this  heavenly  treasure, 

And  bind  it  on  thine  heart  ; 
And  let  not  earthly  pleasure 

E'er  cause  it  to  depart 


Go,  while  the  day-star  shineth, 

Go,  while  thy  heart  is  light  : 
Go,  ere  thy  strength  deciineth, 

While  every  sense  is  bright. 
Sell  all  thou  hast  and  buy  it ; 

'Tis  worth  all  earthly  things, 
Rubies,  and  gold,  and  diamonds. 

Sceptres  and  crowns  of  kings. 


3  Go,  ere  the  clouds  of  sorrow 
Steal  o'er  the  bloom  of  youth 
Defer  not  till  to-morrow, 

Go  now  and  buy  the  Truth. 
Go  seek  thy  great  Creator 
Learn  early  to  be  wise  . 
Go,  place  upon  His  altar 
A  morning  sacrifice. 
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i.     Sin-ners,  will  you  scorn  the  mes-sage,  Com-ing  from  the  courts  a  -bove?  Mer -  cy  speaks  in    eve-ry   pas-sage  ;  Eve-ry 
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line    is    full   of    love.  Oh,  be  -  lieve    it,  Eve-ry     line    is   full   of    love;  Oh,  be  -  lieve  it,  Eve-ry    line   is   full    of   love. 


a  Now,  the  heralds  of  salvation 

Joyful  news  from  heaven  proclaim 
Sinners  freed  from  condemnation, 
Through  the  all-atoning  Lamb. 

Life  receiving, 
Through  the  all-atoning  Lamb  ! 


I  Who  hath  their  report  beheved  ? 
Who  received  the  joyful  word? 
Who  embraced  the  news  of  pardon, 
Freely  offered  by  the  Lord  f 

Life  immortal, 
Freely  offered  by  the  Lord  ? 


4  O  ye  angels !  hovering  re 
Waiting  spirits !  speed 


round  us, — 
"  your  way ; 
Hasten  to  the  court  of  heaven  ; 
Tidings  bear  without  delay. 

Rebel  sinners 
Glad  the  message  will  obey. 

tlfce  CJotce  of  Q9ercp. 

i  Hear,  O  sinner  !  mercy  hails  you  ; 
Now  with  sweetest  voice  she  calls 
Bids  you  haste  to  seek  the  Saviour, 
Ere  the  hand  of  justice  falls  : 

Hear,  O  sinner  ! 
'Tis  the  voice  of  mercv  calls. 


a  See  the  storm  of  vengeance  gathering 
O'er  the  path  you  dare  to  tread  I 
Hark  the  awful  thunder  rolling 
Loud  and  louder  o'er  your  head  ! 

Turn,  O  sinner  ! 
Lest  the  lightning  strike  you  dead. 


3  Haste,  O  sinner  !  to  the  Saviour, 
Seek  Hi«  mercy  while  you  may  : 
Soon  the  day  of  grace  is  over, 
Soon  your  life  will  pass  awav- 

Haste,  O  sinner  ! 
You  must  perish  if  you  stav 
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dinner*  GEjcljortcB. 

i  Sinners  !  hear  the  melting  story 
Of  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain  ; 
Tis  the  Lord  of  life  and  glory  ; 
Shall  He  plead  with  you  in  vain  ? 

Oh,  receive  Him, 
And  Ovation  now  obtain. 


Yield  no  more  to  sin  and  folly, 
So  displeasing  in  His  sight ; 

Jesus  loves  the  pure  and  holy, 
They  alone  are  His  delight. 

Seek  His  favour. 
And  your  hearts  to  Him  unite. 


Dap  ijs  TBreafctntj. 

I  Yes  !  we  trust  the  day  is  breaking 
Joyful  times  are  near  at  hand  ; 
God,  the  mighty  God,  is  speaking 
By  His  Word  in  every  land. 

God  is  speaking : 
Darkness  flies  at  His  command. 


a  With  the  voice  of  joy  and  singing 
Let  us  hail  the  dawning  ray  ; 
Lo  !  the  blessed  day-star  bringing 
O'er  the  earth  a  glorious  day  : 

At  His  rising, 
Gloom  and  darkness  flee  away. 


"  I   LAUGHED,"- 


CRIED/ 


It  will  be  seen  by  the  letter  below  that 
young  boys  who  "scorn  the  message,"  are 
often  softened  to  tears  when  they  "hear  the 
melting  story  of  die  Lamb  that  once  was 


"Montreal,  Jan.,  1863. 
"Dear  Mr.  H., — I  went  the  first  Thurs- 
*»v  that  you  were   hc%  and   sat   in  *  le 


gallery,  laughing  at  the  people  downstairs 
that  were  crying  for  their  sins.  But  the 
next  day,  at  the  children's  meeting,  1  could 
not  laugh  :  and  you  said  something  that  if 
I  could  have  got  out  just  then,  I  would  have 
cried.  But  I  had  to  stay  to  the  inquiry 
meeting,  and  there  was  a  person  spoke  to 
me  of  the  love  of  Jesus  in  dying  on  the 
cross  to  save  me,  and  how  wicked  I  was  to 
reject  Him.  I  cried  in  earnest.  I  knew 
that  I  was  a  sinner,  and  that  if  I  did  not 
come  to  Jesus  now,  I  might  never  have  the 
chance  again  ;  and  I  made  up  my  mind  to 
get  out  of  this  state  of  mind,  on  the  right 
side,  as  Christian  got  out  of  the  Slough  of 
Despond.  I  came  home,  but  I  could  not 
take  my  tea.  I  tried  to  shake  it  off,  but  all 
I  could  do  was  of  no  use.  So  I  took  up  a 
tract  that  I  thought  just  suited  me.  I  read 
it,  and  as  I  had  never  read  a  tract  before. 
I  went  back  again  that  night,  and  I  thought 
I  felt  differently  altogether,  as  I  had  never 
felt  before.  I  had  such  peace.  Oh,  I 
thought  that  I  must  be  converted.  I# 
prayed  as  I  had  never  prayed  before.  I 
felt  altogether  changed.  I  had  no  pleasure 
in  sin.  On  Monday  I  went  again,  and  for 
the  first  time  in  my  life  spoke  and  prayed 
with  one  of  my  schoolmates,  and  I  felt  as 
if  I  could  stop  all  day,  and  never  be  tired 
of  speaking  and  praying  with  them.  I  sent 
in  a  note  for  prayer  for  one  of  my  friends, 
and  you  read  it  and  prayed  for  him,  and  he 
was  brought  to  Jesus  that  very  night ;  and 
now  he  can  say,  '  I  love  Jesus.'  But  this  is 
not  all.  His  two  brothers  are  now  rejoicing 
in  Jesus. 

'   Ycur  affectionate  youn«  Friend." 


3!  CHant  3!cjsh0. 

Note. — This  Hymn  sltould  be  sung  U 
"Come,  Thou  Fount,"  page  12. 

1  Why,  my  soul,  these  anxious  longings  ? 
Why  this  seeking  after  peace  ? 
Why  do  tears  flow  like  a  fountain, 
And  I  cannot  bid  them  cease  ? 

Chorus. — I  want  Jesus,  want  to  love  Him, 
I  want  Jesus,  yes,  I  do ; 
I  do  want  Jesus  for  my  Saviour, 
Will  He  take  and  love  me  too  ? 

a  Oh,  my  soul  is  dark  as  midnight, 

And  no  light  I  find  within  ; 

Oft  I  look  with  sickening  horror 

At  my  dark  and  loathsome  sin. 

Chorus.— I  want  Jesus,  &c. 

3  Well  I  know  I've  grieved  the  Spirit, 

Turning  from  His  love  away  ; 
Telling  Him  that  I  would  seek  Him 
On  some  more  convenient  day. 
Chorus.— -I  want  Jesus,  &c 

4  Oh  that  Jesus  now  would  tell  me — 

"  Let  thy  sorrowing  all  be  o'er  ; 
Neither  now  do  I  condemn  thee, 
Go  thy  way  and  sin  no  more." 
Chorus. — I  want  Jesus,  &c. 


The  foregoing  lines  were  the  full  expres- 
sion of  my  feelings ;  but  my  heart  now 
sings  with  joy  : — 

Jesus  turned,  and  looked  upon  me 
With  a  bright  and  smiling  face, 

Saying,  "  Daughter,  take  good  comfort 
Faith  hath  saved  thee  ;  go  in  peace." 

Chorus. — I  love  Jesus,  Hallelujah, 
I  love  Jesus,  yes,  I  do  ; 
I  do  love  J?sus,  He's  my  Saviour 
Jesus  smiles  anc  loves  me  too 
T.  C.  B 
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I.  Lord,    I     hear    of  showers  of   bles    sing,  Thou   art  scattering    full    and  free  ;  Showers  the  thirs-ty     land    re-fresh-ing : 


S> #— a * — I — O  —  *—  Q4-11— ; * «*» * L—  O • i « 0-=- 


Let  some  drop-pings        fall    on    me, 


E  -    ven  ine. 


-1-    Ffc?  — p-ta.z:^E----r  - 1 


Let  some  drop-pings      fall      on    me. 


-S>-. 


a  Pass  me  not,  O  gracious  Father, 
Lost  and  sinful  though  I  be ; 
Thou  might'st  curse  me,  but  the  rather, 
Let  Thy  mercy  fall  on  me — Even  me. 

3  Pass  me  r.ot,  O  tender  Saviour, 

Let  rne  love  and  cling  to  Thee  ; 
I  am  longing  for  Thy  favour : 
When  Thou  comest,  call  for  me — Even 
me. 

4  Pass  me  not,  O  mighty  Spirit ; 

Thou  canst  make  the  blind  to  see : 
Testify  of  Jesus'  merit 

Speak  the  word  of  power  to  me — Even 
me. 
j  Have  I  long  in  sin  been  sleeping? 

Long  been  slighting,  grieving  Thee? 
Has  the  world  my  heart  been  keeping? 
Oh.  forgive  and  rescue  me — Even  me. 


I    6  Pass  me  not  Almighty  Spirit ! 

Draw  this  lifeless  heart  to  Thee ; 
Impute  to  me  the  Saviour's  merit : 
.  Blessing   others,   oh,  bless  me — Even 


The  following  note  was  read  at  one  of 
the  large  union  prayer-meetings  in  the  First 
Presbyterian  Church  (O.  S.),  Rochester:— 

"Mr.  H. — Thank  you  for  singing  that 
hymn  '  Even  me,'  for  it  was  the  singing  of 
that  hymn  that  has  saved  me.  I  was  a 
lost  woman,  a  wicked  mother.  I  have 
stolen,  and  lied,  and  been  so  bad  to  my 
dear  littie  innocent  children.  I  have  no 
friend.  I  have  attended  your  inquiry 
meetings,    but    no    one    came    to   in-    on 


I  account  of  the  crowd,  so  1  went  away 
I  always  wretched— lost.  But  Saturday 
j  afternoon,  at  the  First  Presbyterian 
Church,  when  they  all  sung  those  beauti- 
ful words,  '  Let  some  droppings  fall  on  me, 
and  '  Blessing  others,  oh,  bless  me,  even 
me,'  it  seemed  to  reach  my  very  soul, 
thought  Jesus  can  accept  '  me,  even  me,' . 
bad,  wicked,  passionate  mother;  and  i. 
brought  me  to  His  feet,  and  I  feel  my 
burden  of  sin  removed.  Jesus  has  accepted 
'me,  even  me.'  Can  you  wonder  that  I 
love  those  words,  or  love  to  hear  them 
sung?  Ah,  may  I  too  sing  them  when 
He  shall  take  me  before  His  throne  at  the 
last,  and  accept  'even  me  '  God  bless  you 
|    —Yours  truly,  "  A  CoNVBRT 

"  April,  186}." 
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Words  by  a  Lady  of  Rochestei,  N.Y 
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«    The    con-verts  are  gathering  from  ne<\r    and    from  far,    And     glad  -  ly      they  meet   in       the     dear    place     of  prayer.  To 
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read,  and      to       pray,        and    to        sing      Zi    -  on's  song,  And   help    one      a  -  no      -      ther  while  march  -ing       a  -  long. 
jf  Chorus.  .  & 
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March- ine       a  -  long,    we      are    march-ing        a  -  long,     Gird     on      the     ar  -  mour   and      be    march  -  ing      a  -  long !  Our 


> ^ 
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lead  •  er      is      Je  -  sus,     He  bids       us      be  snong,  And    gird      on        our     ar-vnour,  and    be    march-ing       a-  lorg. 


2  How  goou  is  the  place  where  so  often  we  |    3  Our  life  is  a  warfare — not  long  can  we 

meet !  rest, 

How  happy  to  be  near  the  blest  mercy-  For  foes,  fierce  and  deadly,  our  pathway 

seat !  infest ; 

Our  faith   is   refreshed,  and  our  spirits  j        We  never  must  shrink,  though  the  contest 

grow  strong,  be  long, 

And  with  thankful  hearts  we  are  march-  i        Rut  trust  ir.  our  Leader,  while  marching 

ing  along. — Chorus.  alone—  Ckor-us 


4.  We  know  not  how  soon  the  glad  urrr^cnf 
may  come, 

To  lay  down  our  weapons  and  go  to  zju 
Home  ; 

But  while  we  are  waiting  !ii  uns  be  our 
song,— 

"  From  earth  to  tb*  aKies  we  are  march- 
ing along- "'    -Cfwrut. 
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t.  Shall     we       ga     ther  at      the        ri    -   ver  Where  bright   an  -  gel  feet  have     trod:  With     its    crys-tal    tide    for 
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Chorus. 


e    -     ver    Flow  -  ing        by        the     throne     -of 
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God?       Yes,    we'll      ga    -  ther    at       the 
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beau-ti-fii.   the  beau- ti  -  ful        ri  -  ver — Gather  with  the  saints  at    the     ri  -  ver,  Th 


0\0     0'0     0'0     M. 


^t***>*-%%*1  V 


pf.TTT:TW:7ir;  fag    ff  f    #"h-grn 

I       I     '  — M 1 — I — h 1-    a    i 1 " u 


3  Ere  we  reach  the  ihining  river, 
Lay  we  every  burden  down ; 
Grace  our  spirits  will  deliver, 
And  provide  a  robe  a^  <~-rown.—  C/iofUi 


•     $     •     0 

•  On  the  margin  oi  the  river, 
Dashing  up  lis  silver  spray. 
We  will  walk  and  worship  ever, 
*>l  the  happy,  golden  day.— Chorvt. 
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!»  *  t  ^-e  smiling  of  the  river, 
Mirror  of  the  Saviour's  face, 
Saints  whom  death  will  never  sever, 
Raise  their  songs  of  saving  grace. — Chorus. 


5  Soon  we'll  reach  the  silver  river, 
Soon  our  pilgrimage  will  cease  ; 
Soon  our  happy  hearts  will  quiver 
With  the  melody  of  peace. — Chorus. 


fcfcafl  toe  G&ttt  TSeponB  t^e  fttoerr* 


Shall  we  meet  beyond  the  river, 

Where  tne  surges  cease  to  roll, 
Where  in  all  the  Dright  "  for  ever" 

Sorrow  ne'er  shall  press  the  soul? 

Chorus. — Yes,  we'll  meet  beyond  the  river, 

The  dark  and  gloomy — dark  and  gloomy  river ; 
Yes,  we'll  meet  beyond  the  river, 
Where  the  surges  cease  to  roll. 

a  Shall  wc  meet  in  that  blest  harbour, 
When  our  stormy  voyage  is  o'er? 
Shall  we  meet  and  cast  the  anchor, 
By  the  fair  celestial  shore?— Chants 

3  snail  we  meet  with  many  a  loved  one, 
That  was  torn  from  our  embrace  ? 
Shall  we  listeu  to  their  voices. 
And  behold  them  face  to  face? — Chorus 


Shall  we  meet  with  Christ  our  Saviour, 
When  He  comes  to  claim  His  own? 

Shall  we  know  His  blessed  favour, 

And  sit  down  upon  His  throne? — Chorus. 


Christian,  <&o  ana  tell  of  3U$uv 

i  Christian,  go  and  tell  of  Jesus, 
How  He  died  to  save  our  souls; 
How  that  He  from  sin  might  f-*f  t». 
Siu7e;cd  agonies  untold 


Choru*.— Yes,  we'll  go  and  tell  of  Jesua, 

The  pure  and  holy,  meek  and  low'y  J< 
Yes,  we'll  go  and  tell  of  J  esus, 
Who  died  our  souls  to  save. 

2  Tell  the  guilty  of  their  danger, 

While  they  wander  far  from  God  . 
While  they  liv«  to  Christ  a  stranger, 

And  reject  His  precious  Word. — Chorus. 

3  Tell  them  of  the  joys  of  heaven, 
Purchased  by  the  Saviour's  blood ; 


How  that  they  might  be  forgiven, 
Jesus  left  His  " 


home  above.— Chorus. 


4  Tell  them  how  He  hath  ascended, 

To  prepare  a  home  on  high  ; 

Where  all  sorrows  shall  be  ended, 

Where  the  good  shall  never  die. — Ckor^t 


dinner*,  totll  £ou  tyea*  jf  Seeus  i 

i  Sinners,  will  you  hear  of  Jesus, 
Of  the  sacrifice  He  made, 
That  He  might  from  all  sin  free   us, 
And  redeem  us  from  the  grave  ? 

Chorus. — Yes,  yes,  we  will  hear  of  Jesus  ; 

Say,  can  our  guilty  sins  be  e'er  forgun»* 
»      Yes,  yes,  we  will  hear  of  Jesus  ; 
Say,  can  He  set  us  free? 

a  Yes,  He  has  the  power  from  heaven, 
He  can  free  you  from  your  guilt ; 
All  your  sins  can  be  forgiven, 
Since  for  you  His  blood  was  spilt, — Cher  rv 

3  Jesus  Christ,  He  is  the  Saviour 
That  can  rescue  you  from  sin : 
Heaven's  gates  to  you  He'll  open, 
And  wi.l  bid  you  enter  in. 

Chorus. — Yes,  yes,  we  have  heard  of  Jesus. 

We  know  our  guilty  sins  can  be  forjfKTro 


Yes,  yes,  we  believe  in  Jesus. 
And  He  has  set  us  fre*, 


e.  p.  a. 
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a  He  was  extended,  He  was  extended, 
Shamefully  nailed  to  the  cross; 

He  bowed  His  head  and  died  ! 
Thus  my  Lord  was  crucified, 
To  atone  for  a  world  that  was  lost. 


3  Jesus  hung  bleeding,  Jesus  hung  bleeding, 

Three  dreadful  hours  in  pain. 
The  sun  refused  to  shine 
While  the  Majesty  Divine 

Was  derided,  insulted,  and  slain. 


4  There  as  my  Surety,  there  as  my  Surety 
Jesus,  my  Lord,  do  I  see: 

On  Him  my  sins  were  laid, 
And  for  me  the  debt  He  paid, 
When  He  groaned  and  expired  on  the  tree- 


5  Now  interceding,  now  interceding. 
Pleading  that  sinners  might  live, 
Saying,  "  Father,  I  have  died, 
See  My  wounded  hands  and  side  ! 
>Ve  redeemed  them  :  I  pray  Thee  forgive. 


6  "  I  will  forgive  them,  I  will  forgive  th-rtj 
If  they  repent  and  believe  ; 

Let  them  turn  unto  Me. 

And  depend  alone  on  Thee, 
And  salvation  they  freely  shall  bav*.' 
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l82.  CM.    Tune  "  Arlington." 

1  How  sweet,  how  heavenly  is  the  sight, 

When  those  that  love  the  Lord 
In  one  another's  peace  delight, 
And  thus  fulfil  his  word  !— 

2  When  each  can  feel  his  brother's  sigh, 

And  with  him  bear  a  part ; 
When  sorrows  flow  from  eye  to  eye, 
And  joy  from  heart  to  heart ! 

3  When,  free  from  envy,  scorn,  and  pride 

Our  wishes  all  above, 
Each  can  his  brother's  failings  hide, 
And  show  a  brother's  love  ! 

4  Let  love,  in  one  delightful  stream, 

'1  hrough  every  bosom  flow, 
And  union  sweet  and  dear  esteem 
In  every  action  glow. 

5  Love  is  the  golden  chain  that  binds 

The  happy  souls  above  ; 
And  he's  an  heir  of  heaven  who  finds 
His  bosom  glow  with  love. 

Jos.  Swain,  1792. 

133.  Qxttfatmznt. 

1  My  Jesus,  I  would  ne'er  forget 

That  hour  I  spent  with  Thee  ; 
When.there  I  saw  Thy  bloody  sweat 
In  Dark  Gethsemane. 
Cho. — I'll  ne'er  forget,  I'll  ne'erforget, 
I'll  ne'er  forgetful  be, 
When  there  I  saw  Thy  bloody  sweat 
In  dark  Gethsemane. 

2  'Twas  in  that  olive  pre.-s  I  felt 

That  Thou  didst  bleed  for  me  ; 
Alas  !  how  great  I  saw  my  guilt, 
While  in  Gethsemane. — Cko. 


3  I  thought  of  how  Tny  heart  did  throb, 

While  '  all '  Thine  own  did  flee, 
And  left  Thee  with  the  cruel  mob, 
In  sad  Gethsemane. — Cho. 

4  'Twas  there  T  felt  my  guilt  and  shame 

In  oft  forsaking  Thee  : 
How  precious  was  Thy  very  name 
In  dear  Gethsemane. — Cho. 

5  Should  e'er  our  love  to  Thee  grow  cold, 

And  we  forgetful  be, 
We'll  call  to  mind  Thy  love  untold 
While  in  Gethsemane.  —Cho. 
From  "Sketches  of  Palestine,  '  by  E.  P.  H. 

Jerusalem,  1869. 
In  the  Prison  of  Harrisburgh,  Gov.  Pollock  found 
a  man  condemned  to  be  executed  for  murder.  He 
entered  his  cell,  and  prayed  with  him.  When  the 
prisoner  learned,  after  the  Governor  had  left,  who 
had  been  by  his  side,  he  cried  out  in  great  distress  : 
"  Why  did  you  not  tell  me  it  was  the  Governor  ?  " 
"He  could  have  pardoned  me."  "But  now  he's 
gone!"  "  I  shall  never  see  his  face  again."  "And 
noiu  I  must  die  I "  "  His  Pardon  would  have  Saved 
Me." 


134. 


Christ  ©aertng  Partron. 

Tune  "  Hold  the  Fort." 

1  Lo,  the  loving  Jesus  standeth 
Closely  now  by  thee  ! 
In  His  pierced  hands  a  pardon  ; — 
He  can  set  thee  free  ! 


Chorus. — Sue  for  mercy  quickly,  sinner, 
Ere  He  passeth  by  ; 
When  He  once  is  out  of  hearing 
Thou  must  surely  die  ! 
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2  Listen  to  His  words  of  kindness, 

They  must  win  thy  love  ; 
For  thy  sins  I've  brought  a  pardon, 
From  the  Throne  above. — Cho. 

3  All  the  agony  I  suffered, 

Thou  canst  never  know, 
That  I  might  afford  thee  rescue 
From  eternal  woe. — Cho. 

4  Though  by  law  thou  art  most  justly 

Doomed  to  suffer  death  ; 
Yet  for  thee  I  asked  a  pardon, 
With  my  dying  breath. — Cho, 

5  If  thou  only  dost  accept  it, 

Oh  !  what  joy  is  thine  ! 
Joy  on  earth  and  bliss  in  Heaven, 
Will  be  thine  and  mine  ! 

Last  Chorus. 

I  accept  it,  blessed  Jesus, 

From  thy  pierced  hand  ; 
'Tis  Thy  precious  death  redeems  us, 

From  the  law's  demand. 

E.  P.  H.     1875. 
135.    GTfjrtst  <MBerptng  ofor  pinners,  (Ketrrat.) 

1  The  Son  of  God  o'er  sinners  weeps, 

Because  thev  will  not  hear  His  cry  ! 

How  hard  the  heart  must  be  that  keeps 

Its  love  from  Him  who  came  to  die  ! 

2  Oh  !  Jesus,  make  us  more  like  Thee, 

That  we  may  warn,  but  yet  with  tears  ; 
And  then  from  wrath  will  sinners  flee, 
And  thou  wilt  shield  them  from  their  fears. 


3  Oh  !  draw  us  nearer  to  Thy  heart, 

That  we  may  feel  its  throbs  of  love  ; 
Then  when  we  preach,  the  tears  will  start, 
And  all  will  seek  a  home  above. 

4  Oh  !  sinners,  think  of  Him  who  shed 

For  you  His  tears  of  heartfelt  grief  ; 

Oh !  come  and  trust  in  Him  who  bled, 

That  you  from  sin  might  find  relief. 


Mount  of  Olives,  E.  P.  H. 


136. 


C.  M.     Tune  "  Balerma. 


1  Oh  Lord,  we  come  at  Thy  command, 

And  "great  things''  ask  of  thee, 
Upon. Thy  promise  firm  we  stand, 
Let  us  rich  blessings  see. 

2  May  we  who  love  Thy  precious  name, 

Now  prove  Thy  gracious  word, 
We  shall  not  surely  "call "  in  vain, 
Our  pleadings  will  be  heard. 

3  May  Christ  to  us  be  all  in  all, 

Of  Him  we  then  shall  tell, 
And  as  we  speak,  the  tears  will  fall, 
And  many  turn  from  hell. 

4  Now  may  the  Holy  Ghost  descend, 

And  we  Thy  "  power  "  receive  ; 
Then  shall  our  prayers  and  efforts  blend, 
And  many  shall  believe. 

5  Let  crowds  of  sinners  flock  to  hear, 

How  Jesus  took  our  place, 
And  may  they  wipe  the  falling  tear, 
And  praise  Him  for  His  grace. 

E.  P.  Hammond. 
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138. 


S.  M.    Tunc  "Dennis" 

1  Jesus,  who  knows  full  well 

The  heart  of  ev'ry  saint, 

Invites  us  all  our  grief  to  tell, 

To  pray,  and  never  faint. 

2  He  bows  His  gracious  ear, 

W  3  never  plead  in  vain  ; 
Yet  we  must  wait  till  He  appear. 
And  pray,  and  pray  again. 

3  Though  unbelief  surest, 

Why  should  we  longer  wait, 
He  bids  us  never  give  Him  rest, 
But  be  importunate. 

4  Then  let  us  earnest  be, 

And  never  faint  in  prayer  ; 
He  loves  our  importunity, 
And  makes  our  cause  His  car**. 


He  reigns  with  absolute  control, 
As  Monarch  in  the  breast. 

4  Our  bodies  are  His  shrine, 

And  He  th'  indwelling  Lord  ; 
All  hail,  thou  Comforter  divine, 
Be  evermore  adored. 


Chas.  H.  Spurgeon,  1866. 


139. 


Rev.  J.  Newton*  1779. 


S.  M.     Tune  "Thatcher" 

1  The  Holy  Ghost  is  here, 

Where  saints  in  prayer  agree, 
As  Jesus'  parting  gift  He's  neai 
Each  pleading  company. 

2  Not  far  away  is  He, 

To  be  by  prayer  brought  nigh, 
But  here  in  present  majesty, 
As  in  His  courts  on  high. 

3  He  dwells  within  our  soul, 

An  ever  welcome  Guest : 


S.  M.     Tune  "  Olmutz." 

1  Lord  God,  the  Holy  Ghost ! 

In  this  accepted  hour, 
As  on  the  day  of  Pentecost, 
Descend  in  all  Thy  power. 

2  We  meet  with  one  accord 

In  our  appointed  place, 
And  wait  the  promise  of  our  Lord, — 
The  Spirit  of  all  grace. 

3  Like  mighty  rushing  wind 

Upon  the  waves  beneath, 
Move  with  one  impulse  every  mind ; 
One  soul,  one  feeling  breathe. 

4  The  young,  the  old,  inspire 

With  wisdom  from  above  ; 
And  give  us  hearts  and  tongues  of  fire, 
To  pray,  and  praise,  and  love. 

J    \fnn 


J.  Montgvme 


Li- 
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7s.     Tune  "  PleyeVs  Hymn" 
Come,  my  soul,  Thy  suit  prepare, 
Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer  ; 
He  Himself  has  bid  thee  pray, 
Therefore  will  not  say  thee,  nay. 


8' 
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2  Thou  art  coming  to  a  King, 
Large  petitions  with  thee  bring, 
For  His  Grace  and  power  are  such, 
None  can  ever  ask  too  much. 

3  With  my  burdon  I  begin, 
Lord,  remove  this  load  of  sin  ; 
Let  Thy  blood,  for  sinners  spilt, 
Set  my  conscience  free  from  guilt. 

4  Lord,  I  come  to  Thee  for  rest, 
Take  possession  of  my  breast, 

There  Thy  blood-bought  right  maintain, 
And  without  a  rival  reign 

Rev.  J.  Newman,  1779. 

141.  Jfu&gment  &gmn. 

Tune  103  p.  Song  Evangel. 

1  The  judgment  day  is  coming, coming, coming, coming, 
The  judgment  day  is  coming, 

0  that  great  day  ! 

Cho. — Let  us  take  the  wings  of  the  morning, 
And  fly  away  to  Jesus  ; 
Let  us  take  the  wings  of  the  morning, 
And  sound  the  jubilee. 

2  I  heard  the  trumpet  sounding,  sounding,  sounding, 

1  heard  the  trumpet  sounding, 
On  that  great  u«,y.  —  Cite. 

3  I  saw  the  Judge  descending,  descending,  descending, 
I  saw  the  Judge  descending, 

On  that  great  day. — Cho. 

i  I  saw  the  dead  arising,  arising,  arising, 
I  saw  the  dead  arising, 
<.  )n  that  great  day. — Cho. 


5  I  heard  the  thunder  rolling,  rolling,  rolling, 
I  heard  the  thunder  rolling, 

On  that  great  day. — Cho. 

6  I  saw  the  lightning  blazing,  blazing,  blazing, 
I  saw  the  lightning  blazing, 

On  that  great  day. — Cho. 

7  I  heard  the  wicked  wailing,  wailing,  wailing, 
I  heanl  the  wicked  wailing, 

On  that  great  day. 

Cho.—  For  they  took  not  the  wings  of  the  mornhi 
Nor  flew  away  to  Jesus  ; 
For  they  took  not  the  wings  of  the  mornin 
Nor  sang  the  jubilee. 

8  I  heard  the  righteous  shouting,  shouting,  shoutim 
I  heard  the  righteous  shouting, 

On  that  great  day. 

Cho.-  For  they  took  the  wings  of  the  morning, 
And  flew  away  to  Jesus  ; 
For  they  took  the  wings  of  the  morning, 
And  sang  the  jubilee. 


142.  3esus  on  tf)e  &row. 

1  Here  it  was  the  Lord  of  Glory 

At  Golgotha  died  for  me, 
Here  I  read  the  wond'rous  story 
Of  His  death  to  set  me  free. 

2  Here  His  hands  and  feet  all  bleeding, 

Fast  were  nailed  unto  the  cross  ; 
Here  His  wounds  for  me  were  pleading, 
When  my  gain  vas  all  His  loss. 
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3  Here  by  God  He  was  forsaken, 

When  He  took  the  sinner's  place  ; 
For  His  sake  I  now  am  taken 
Into  favor  under  grace. 

4  Here  the  sword  of  justice  slew  Him, 

That  I  might  be  justified  ; 
Praise  the  Lord  I  ever  knew  Him, 
That  for  me  He  bled  and  died. 

5  Blessed  Jesus,  I  will  love  Thee, 

Love  Thee  till  my  latest  breath  ; 
And  in  heaven  I  will  adore  Thee, 
When  these  eyes  are  closed  in  death. 


E.  P.  H.  Jerusalem,  1866. 


143. 


$rajer  for  tfje  $oIs  Spirit 
Tune  "  Balerma." 


1  Teach  us,  oh  Lord,  how  weak  we  are, 

That  all  our  strength  is  vain, 
That  only  by  the  Spirit's  power 
Thy  work  revives  again. 

2  And  teach  us,  Lord,  how  willingly 

Thy  Spirit  Thou  dost  give, 
And  help  us  now  in  faith  to  pray, 
And  then  the  dead  shall  live. 

3  Oh,  come,  and  by  Thy  Spirit's  power, 

Convince  us  all  of  sin, 
And  from  this  consecrated  hour, 
Thy  gracious  work  begin. 

4  Oh  may  the  young  and  aged  too, 

With  deep  contrition  cry, 
I'm  lost,  oh  Lord,  what  shall  I  do  ? 
Oh,  whither  shall  I  fly  ? 


5  Then  may  they  think  of  Him  who  died 

Upon  the  cruel  tree, 
Who,  for  their  sins  was  crucified, 
From  guilt  to  set  them  free. 

6  And  may  they  hear  the  Savioui»«ay, 

Look  unto  Me  and  live  I 
I  am  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way, 
I  will  salvation  give. 


E.  P.  E.  1879. 


144. 

1 


3En  lesus'  Name. 


Oh  God,  we  need  Thy  mighty  power, 
In  this  our  Zion's  trying  hour, 

In  Jesus'"  Name  we  pray  ; 
4 '  For  Jesus'  sake  "  Thou  did'st  forgive, 
"  For  Jesus'  sake  "  Thou  bad'st  us  live, 

On  that  thrice  blessed  day. 

2  But  now  we  pray  "  in  Jesus'  Name,''' 
The  Holy  Spirit's  power  to  claim, 

We  come  with  boldness  now. 
The  Saviour's  promises  still  we  hear, 
The  mercy-seat  it  brings  us  near, 

And  there  in  faith  we  bow. 

3  We  each.  O  Lord,  confess  with  shame, 
That  ere  we  prayed  "  in  Jesus'  Name  " 

We  had  no  power  with  Thee  ; 
But  now  our  prayers  they  mu*t  prevail, 
In  Jesus'  name  we  cannot  fail  ; 

Thine  shall  the  glory  be. 

4  Our  prayer  is  for  Thy  people.  Lord, 
That  they  may  be  of  '*  one  accord  " 

Before  the  throne  of  grace  ; 
Then  will  they  everywhere  proclaim 
The  power  of  prayer  in  Jesus'  Name, 

And  love  to  see  Thy  face. 
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5  The  lost  will  surely  hear  them  tell, 
How  Jesus  came  to  save  from  hell, 
And  bore  their  guilt  and  shame  ; 
Their  tears  will  melt  the  hardest  heart, 
Their  words  to  some  will  life  impart, 
"Who'll  pray  in  "  Jesus'  Name." 

145.  <&omt  to  ItBus  3usi  Nofo. 

1  Come  to  Jesus,  Come  to  Jesus, 
Come  to  Jesus  just  now, 
Just  now  come  to  Jesus, 
Come  to  Jesus  just  now. 

"  Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  thou  shalt 
be  saved."    Acts  xvi :  31. 

2  He  will  save  you. 

,  "  God  so  loved  the  world  that  He  gave  His  only 
begotten  Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in  Him  should 
not  perish,  but  have  everlasting  life."    John  iii :  16. 

3  O  believe  Him. 

"  He  is  able  to  save  them  to  the  uttermost  that 
come  unto  God  by  Him,  seeing  He  ever  liveth  to 
make  intercession  for  us."      Heb.  vii :  25. 

4  He  is  able. 

"The  Lord  i3  long  suffering  to  usward,  not  willing 
that  any  should  perish,  but  that  all  should  come  to 
repentance."    2  Pet.  iii :  9. 

5  He  is  willing. 

"Him  that  cometh  to  Me,  I  will  in  no  wise  cast 
out."    John  vi :  37. 

6  He'll  receive  you. 

"Flee  from  the  wrath  to  come."    Matt,  iii :  7. 

7  Flee  to  Jesus. 

"  Whosoever  shall  call  on  the  name  of  the  Lord  shall 
be  saved."   Acts  ii :  21. 

8  Call  unto  Him. 

"Jesus,  thou  Son  of  David,  have  mercy  on  me." 
Mark  x  :  47. 

9  Jesus,  save  me* 


"And  Jesus  said  unto  him,  go  thy  way,  thy  faith 
hath  made  the  whole."    Mark  x  :  52. 

10  He  will  hear  you. 

"If  we  confess  our  sins,  He  is  faithful  and  just 
to  forgive  us  our  sins."    I.  John  1 :  9. 

11  He'll  forgive  you. 

"The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  His  Son,  cleanseth 
us  from  all  sin."    I.  John  1 :  7. 

12  He  will  cleanse  you. 

"Therefore,  if  any  man  be  in  Christ  he  is  a  new 
creature."    2  Cor.  v  :  17. 

13  He'll  renew  you. 

"He  that  overcometh,  the  same  shall  be  clothed 
in  white  raiment."    Rev.  iii :  5. 

14  He  will  clothe  you. 

"  Greater  love  hath  no  man  thanthis,  that  a  man 
should  lay  down  his  life  for  his  friends."  John  xv  :  13. 

15  Jesus  loves  you. 

"  He  is  despised  and  rejected  of  men."    Isa.  liii :  3. 

16  Don't  reject  Him. 

"  He  that  hath  the  Son  hath  life."    John  v  :  12. 

17  Only  trust  Him. 

"They  shall  abundantly  utter  the  memory  of  Thy 
great  goodness,  and  shall  sing  of  Thy  righteousness." 
Psalm  cxlv  :  7 

18  You  will  praise  Him. 

Response. 

2  He  will  save  me,  &c. 

3  I'll  believe  Him 

4  Jesus  help  me. 

5  Help  me  trust  Thee. 

6  I  love  Jesus. 

7  I'll  obey  Him. 

8  Work  for  Jesus. 

9  We  will  praise  Him. 


10  Hallelujah,  Hallelujah, 
Hallelujah,  Amen  ; 
Amen,  Hallelujah, 
Hallelujah,  Amen. 


e.  p.  jy. 
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146. 


iUc  &tfcejnur. 


I  will  sing  of  my  Redeemer 
And  His  wond'rous  love  to  me  ; 

On  the  cruel  cross  He  suffered, 
From  the  curse  to  set  me  free. 

Chorus. 
Sing,  oh  sing,  of  my  Redeemer, 

With  His  blood  He  purchased  me 
On  the  cross  He  sealed  my  pardon, 

Paid  the  debt  and  made  me  free. 

I  will  tell  the  wond'rous  story, 
How  my  lost  estate  to  save 


In  His  boundless  love  and  mercy 
He  the  ransom  freely  gave. — Chorus. 

I  will  praise  my  dear  Redeemer, 
His  triumphant  power  I'll  tell ; 

How  the  victory  He  giveth 

Over  sin  and  death  and  hell.—  Choriu 

I  will  sing  of  my  Redeemer, 
And  His  heav'nly  love  to  me  ; 

He  from  death  to  life  hath  bro't  me, 
Son  of  God  with  Him  to  be.— Chorus 


P.  P.  Bliss. 
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©  hrist  and  members  of  the  Church.  The  author, 
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wedding  trip. 
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thoughtless,  worldly  voting  i  >an,  wbh  the  strong  pro- 
bability that  he  will  read  it,  and  be  led  to  Christ. 
Young  ministers  and  evangelists,  who  are  seeking  to 
learn  what  manner  of  ]  icsenta  ion    ,f  Gospel  truth 
is  most,  likely  to  be  ble^ed  of  God,  will  do  well  to 
study  this  book."--7'?ie  Revival. 
Cloth,  himo.,  GO  cents. 


JESUS   THE   LAMB    OF   GOD. 

Ry  Rev.  E.  P.  Hammond.    Showing  how  He  died  on 

the  cross  for  children,  and  how  little  ones  have 
learned  to  love  him. 

"Should  have  a  place  in  every  Sabbath-School  in 
the  land."— American  Presbyterian. 

"  Written  up<  n  something  the  plan  of  Doddridge's 
"Rise  and  Progress."  Those  who  are  seeking  to  lead 
little  ones  to  Christ  wfll  find  this,  and  other  books 
which  Mr.  Hammond  has*%ritten,  of  great  assist- 
ance."— Christian  Times. 

Cloth,  lOmo.,  50  cents. 


LITTLE  ONES  IN  THE  FOLD. 

Ry  Re-'.  E.  P.  1  amniond.    Contains  many  instances 
of  conversion  of  children,  and  enforces  the  duty 
and  hopefulness   of   work  to  bring  ttem    to 
Jesus  early  in  life. 
"  A  charming  book  for  Sunday  Schools  •     fne  Rain- 
bow. 
Cloth,  16mo.,  60  certs 
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